“That which pleases long, and pleases many, must p many, must possess some merit.”—DR. JOHNSON. 
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gf SceNE I.—A chamber, neatly furnished. Door in 


R.C.; set door, R-1E.; adoor, L.2E.; arm-chair 


on BR; table and chairs on Le C. "Basel, with 
portrait of MRS. MANLY, on L. C. 


(Ms. MANLY, on R.. ARTHUR ‘BEAUVOIR and 
ELIZA, discovered. Mrs. MANLY knitting ; 
ARTHUR taking her portrait in crayons; ELIZA 
erable over him. MnRs. Y moves in her 

Tr, B 


| Arth. One moment, my dear madame. I’m not 
i} Quite satisfied with your nose. 
- Mrs. M. Nonsense! You've been long enough 
‘4 about it, ’'m sure. 
| Eliza. Pray have a little more patience, 
| grandma. It will soon be finished. 

Arth. Yes, in another sitting or two. 

Mrs. M. Another sitting or two! [Starts up.] 
Pll sit no longer—with my mouth open, and my 
nose cocked in the air! No, no—it won’t suit my 
time of life. 

Hliza. But, dear grandmamma, see what a smile 
Mr. Arthur has given you. [Coazingly.] Besides, 
Wwe ought to avail ourselves of the opportunity ; 
~ nay not always have an artist willing to paint 


urs. M. Nothing should have induced me to 
undergo it now, but that I thought my pet would 
like some remembrance of his grandmother, when 
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‘| 8he was gone. Yet Mr. Arthur isa good young| liza. Howvery unga 
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man—well conducted—always at work. [ Sighs.] 


Ah, what a difference between you and my 
J oseph ! { He’s always running about the streets. 
Mr. Mildew says he’ll come to a bad end. 

Eliza. You ought not to listen to Mr. Mildew, 
grandma. He hates my brother—that causes him 
to play bim so many tricks. 

Arth. (laughs.] Ha, ha! 

Mrs. M. It’s no laughing’ matter. At his age 
he ought to earn his living; but he’s too fond of 
play. What an example he has in his sister— 


‘| [pointing to ELIZA] she is always at work. So 


prudent, too! The admiration of everybody.. 
Arth. She is an angel! [Shouts without, R. 
Mrs. M. How different from that— 
Mildew. [without, 8.1 E.] Blackguard, Joseph ! 


- MILDEW enters, R. 1 E. 


Mrs. M. Mr. Mildew ! 
Mil. Good-day, madame, glad to see you, miss, 
crosses to C.] servant, sir. te Mrs. MANty.] I 
ought to have found you ill in bed. Times are 
bad—weather worse. Rain one day—sunshine 
the next. Thank you—you don’t ask—but I’m 
dying—can’t live—Fate won't let me. 

Arth. [to EL1zA.] What is he talking about? 
No one has spoken to him. 

Mil. [looking at portrait.) A picture! Not a 
bit like you. Too handsome—nothing but smiles. 
Where are the frowns? Hid under the paint, I sup- 
pose! That’s flattery! Painters all doit. There’s 
a nose he has given you—a perfect Grecian. Now 
everybody knows yours is a decided blob. 

Arth. [smiling. -Aside.] Bear! 

Mi. Bah! I hate such vanity. It’s only done 
to wheedle more money from you. | 

Eliza. Mr. Arthur is the painter, sir. 

Mil. Ishe? More shame for him, to paint an 
old woman of seventy with the face of a girl of 
seventeen. 

Arth. Sir! 

Mil. You are offended, of course? -To be sure 
you are. ‘Truth to poets and painters is an 
opaque cloud—an impenetrable fog that they lose 
themselves in. Stick to nature. If you paint a 
devil, don’t forget his tail. 

Arth. You are too severe, sir, and should make 
some allowance for imagination. 

Mil. Thore it is—imagination! That’s the rock 
you all strike on. That portrait’s all imagination 
—no reality—all smirks and smiles. There stands 
the original—all wrinkles and frowns. That's 
imagination, eh? and a pretty wide stretch, too. 
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Mil. Gallant! That’s another sort of imagina- 


ous. My dear young lady, whenever a man 
whispers gallant things to you, say— 


Eliza. What 
Mil. Humbug! (AU smile. MitpEW laughs.) | fancy. 
Ha, ha! That’s what you painters call a fine 


touch! [To ARTHUR.] By the bye, you were out 
again last night. The landlord’s going to give 
you warning. There’s something so mysterious in 
aman staying from home every night; so he says— 

Arth. [aside.|] Fool! 

Eliza. [aside.] Is this true? 

Mil. [snecringly.] I tried to excuse it, by saying 
you were painting the stars by gaslight, or sketch- 
ing the moon behind a cloud. 

Mrs. M. Out every night! 

Mil. It’s no business of mine, but, as I respect 
you, I think it proper you should know the habits 
of your friends; and he ts a friend—eh, miss? 
[Shakes his head.| But I’ve something of import- 
ance to communicate. 

Arth. [aside.|.I must turn the tables against 
him! [Alowd.] More complaints against poor 
Joseph, I suppose ? 

Mil. No. Don’t mention that dare-devil; he is 
always in mischief. — 

Mrs. M. What has he done now? 

Mil. Done? Why, madame, he nearly did for 
me. I was walking by the canal, and merely 
stopped to watch a group of children at: play, 


in 
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‘the water in MrupEw's Jace. Laughing.) Rather :: 
tion, used as a trap to snare the weak and frivol- | wet, ain’t it? [MILDEW wipes his face, clothes 


ete. - 

Mrs. M. You have not told me the reason of 

your jumping into the canal. | : 
Jos. Reason ? There was no reason—it was all |: 


Mrs. M. T insist upon knowing the truth. 

Mil. So do I. 

Jos. Do you? Are you my grandmother, pray? 
To be sure you are more like an old woman than .- 
anything else. 1! 

[EL1za returns with blouse, etc., from RB. D.¥. = 

Arth. [taking his blouse.] Change your dress. - 

Jos. It’s all right; never mind me, Mr. Arthur. ; 
How proud you looked yesterday, when I saw you | 
in the Park! not a word for me then—seated in ;: 
your cab, like a lord. Was it your own? What - 
a prime horse ! : 

Mrs. M. [searching the pocket of blouse.| What's :; 
this? A top—apples—marbles and a penny- , 

iece. : 
: Jos. (snatching it.] That’s my fetch-’em-down. 
[To MitpeEw, holding it-up.] <Ain’t it? 

Mil. Rascal ! c 

Eliza. Pray, change your clothes. | 

Jos. I will—E will; and when I come back, I'll ; 
tell you all about Mr. Arthur’s fine cab. Have a. 
game at marbles? [Shows it to MILDEW, and . 
kneels down—MILDEW shakes his head.) You. 
won't? You don’t like fetch-’em-down? How. 
do you like this? [Producing pea-shooter.| Qil- 
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when something struck me a terrific blow on the] bet you two taws to a white alley, I hit your old: 
ankle, and a shrill voice cried, ‘‘ Take care of| nose first go. z 


your pins, old fellow !” It was your amiable grand- 
son, who had selected my legs as a mark to throw 
penny pieces at. When I attempted to catch the 
rascal, his companions surrounded me, called me 
a guy, hooted and pelted me, up one street and 
down another, until I sought refuge here. 
Arth. He might have struck you accidentally ? 
Mil. No, sir; my imagination will not allow 
that. He’s a bad boy. But I’m here to speak on 
what concerns a good girl. [Crosses L. 
Joseph. (without, R.1E.] Eliza! grandmother! 
He runs in from R. 1 E., his clothes covered with 
irt and soaked with water, his teeth chattering, 


‘and shuddering with cold.) Iam.wet through ; 


run for a coat. Lizzy—oh, oh! Ah, Mr. Mildew! 
[laughs] such a ducking! I’m so glad to see you. 
| Runs to him on u., embraces, and covers him with 
mud.| Never mind, it will rub off when it’s dry. 

Mrs. M. Where have you been? 

Jos. Over head and ears in the canal! - 

Mrs. M. The canal! 

Mil. {to ARTHUR.] There’s a study, sir—after 
nature and mud ° 

Arth. [smiling.] A river god. 

Mil. A river devil ! 3 

Eliza. You'll catch your death of cold. 

Jos. That’s nothing, sister. [Shivering.] Give 
me some dry things. 
- Mrs. M. Fetch him some dry clothes. How did 
you get into the water? 

Jos. From the bridge. A run, a jump and a 
dive, and I found myself in the mud. 

Mil. [aside.] I wish he’d stuck there ! 

Mrs. M. You might have been drowned. 

Mil. [aside.| Kittens and puppies should be 
drowned ! 

Jos. [overhears MILDEW—pulls his handker- 
chief from his pocket, wringing wet, and shakes 


(Blows it, and runs off laughing, R.D.F. | 
Mrs. M. That boy will drive me mad! 
Mil. [to Mes. MANuy.] I wish to speak to you’ 

alone. | 

Arth. tse down, R.) T'll take my leave. To-' 
morrow I hope to finish my task. [Points to por- . 
trait.] Good morning, ladies. Mr. Mildew, let me. 
live in your kind imagination. | 

(Bows, and exit, R.1E. 

Mil. You shall—for a coxcomb ! Now, madame. 

[Ogers his arm to Mrs. MANLY.] That young 
ellow’s a riddle; but I won't give him up. <AsI 
told you, I wish to speak to you alone. I havea 
proposal to make in which this young lady is in- 
terested. | 

Eliza. (coming down, R.] 1? 

Mil. Yes; to propose a marriage. 

Mrs. M. With whom, pray ? 

Mil. Mr: Durant, the great mercer, in the 
square. 3 

Eliza. Heavens ! | 

Mrs. M. Mr. Durant has the highest character, 
is a widower, and has plenty of money. Whats 
the matter, child ? ) 

Eliza. Nothing—nothing ! 

Mil. It’s joy, of course. 

Eliga. Pardon me; I can never marry Mr. Du- 
rant. 

Mil. Not marry two thousand a year? The 
world’s at an end ! ‘ 

Eliza. I don’t love him. 

Mrs. M. You will by and by. I disliked ny 
husband for five-and-twenty years, and adored 
him after! ‘You'll alter your mind, I warrant. 

Mil. To be sure she will! But we'll not talk to 
her about it, silly girl! Come with me, and well 
arrange it without her. 

[Mrs. MANLY and MILDEW exeunt, L. 2 E. 
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Eliza. How unfortunate is this proposition of 
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Mr. Durant’s! at this time, too, when Arthur— 
ARTHUR re-enters, cautiously, R. 1 E. 


| Arth. Are they gone, dearest ? 
| Eliza. [coldly.] Yes, but they will return im- 
| mediately, sir. 
| Arth. Sir? Why this sudden coldness? Have 
Toffended you? Ifso, tell me. No answer? You 
place no confidence in me. 
Eliza. [have reason to complain of that, sir. 
| Your mysterious conduct—constant absence from 
home—excite suspicion in all that know you. 
Arth. IT assure you, it is business that calls me 
out. 
| Elica: Formerly you were always here, and 
; never sought a pretext for leaving me. You no 
) ionger love me. 
Ath. On my soul I do, more than ever, and 
‘shall always do so. I admit you have cause to 
suspect me; but, indeed, indeed I shall never 
, cease to love you ! 


As he kisses her, JOSEPH peeps in RB. D., claps his 
hands and cries out. 
| Jos. Ah! Pve caught you at it, have I? 
Arth. The devil! ee out R. 1 &. 
| Jos. [laughs, L.] Stop, stop! Come back and 
Kiss her again { Don’t blush, Liza! I shall kiss 


was he; and as for his tiger, I should know him 
among a thousand. - 

Eliza. How came you to jump into the canal? 
Jos. Pil tell you. I was playing at “peg in the 
mg with my top—the sleepy one! [Shows top.] 
This is the fellow; he is always dozing—only look! 
spins top and takes it up in his hand.| There's 
8 drone for you—never awako ! 

Eliza. Silly boy! You won’t tell me, then ?. 

Jos. Yes, yes; 'm coming to it! Whilst I was 


' playing, I heard a cry of distress, and a crowd of 


people ran to the bridge. Iran too, climbed on 
| the people’s shoulders, and saw a poor little child, 
‘about three years old, struggling in the water. 
| Hehad jumped from his careless nurse’s arms into 
the canal. Some ran one way, others another, 
calling for help! help! I did neither. Another 
moment, and the child would have been lost. 


| One step, and I was on the bridge; into the water 


b | I plunged, swam after 
¢. brought him safe and sound to the shore! 


him, saved him, and 


Eliza. And then— 
Jos. I finished my peg-top, and won the game! 
See ! Spins top and oie fa 
Eliza. Brave, kind boy! you are always blamed 


Wro y. 
Jos. Who blames me? Mr. Arthur ? 
Eliza. No! he always speaks well of you. 
Jos. Perhaps so. But he didn’t give me a ride 
| in his cab; I jumped up behind, though. 
Eliza. You must respect him for his friendship 
towards me. 
Jos. Friendship. Ha, ha! I know. 
| [Imitates kissing. 


Eliza. If you love me, not a word to grandma 
#) or Mr. Mildew. a 
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Jos. Mildew? I hate the old spider! The first 
time I meet him in the streets, V’ll peg his gouty 
toe. | 


JOSEPH spins top forcibly. MILDEW 17¢-enters 
L. 2 E., at the moment, with Mrs. MANLY; re- 
ceives it on his foot; he calls lustily for help. 
JOSEPH catches his top up and runs away, fol- 
lowed by MILDEW. 


Mil. Will you, you young rascal? Youwreabad 
boy, and will come to a bad end—mind, I say it. 

Jos. And I say I’m going to have another spin. 
[Winds top up.| Take care of your legs! 

Mil. He is incorrigible! Good-by, madame; I'll 
call again for your answer to my proposal. Oh, 
you young rascal! [Shakes his hand at him and 
hurries off, R. 1 E., rubbing his leg. JOSEPH throws 
himself into a chair, C., and laughs. 

Mrs. M. Your folly will be the death of me. 
Go to your business, sir, and don’t let me see you 
again to-day. Turns away. 

Jos. [running to her.] I won’t—I can’t go if you 
are angry. Il never tease him any more. 

Eliza. [R.] Forgive him this once. 

Mrs. M. No, no—let him go—lazy, undutiful as 


he is. 

Jos. [half crying.] That's Sa on, grand- 

mother; call me anything that’s bad! Goon! 
Mrs. M. You deserve it. You tear and destroy 


Jos. And [ll make another. (Rums to table, 
L. C., and makes, with a large sheet of paper, a 
cocked hat, and places it on his head.| There, 
that’s better than the one I lost. [Mrs. MANLY 
smiles. He rums to her and embraces her.| Hur- 
ra! she’s laughing! she’s laughing! 

Mrs. M. [kissing him.| How came you to lose 
your cap? 

Eliza. In saving a poor infant from being 
drowned. 

Mrs. M. Bless you, my darling! Pray work, 
and be a man. 

Jos. [dropping on his knees by her side.] I will 
—I will some day work, and hard, too. Tl soon 
be above the other printers in the office. I'll soon 
be an overseer; then [ll be a master, and you 
shall live in a fine house, drink wine, and wear 
silks and satins; and as for Liza, she shall be 
married and have a fortune. [ll do it all for you. 

Mrs. M. You promise well, dear; but what have 
you to commence with? 

Jos. A peg-top and a penny-piece! Laugh, 
grandmother—laugh—only once, and I'll go to 
work contentedly ! [He is on the back of her chair, 
R., and kisses her as she looks up. 

Mrs. M. [forcing a smile.] Go, there’s' a dear 
—go! [JOSEPH és going. 

Eliza. No more play, mind. : 

Jos. What! stop my play? ‘That’ll never do! 
Good-by, grandmother. No, no, Miss Lizzy! Vil 
give up my top when you give up—you know 
lead [Imitates kissing and runs off, laughing, 
R. 1E. 

_Mrs. M. And now, Eliza, what do you say to 


- |Mr. Durant’s proposition this morning ? 
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Eliza. I can never love him! 

{Throws herself into MRS. MANLY’S arms. 

Mrs. M. Never love him! You love another. 
Is it Mr. Arthur ? 

Eliza. I did not say so. 

Mrs. M. But I guess it is now. His determina- 
tion to gain an entrance into the house—his 
assiduities to me-—his mysterious means of living, 
are all very equivocal. 

Eliza. You didnot say sothis morning, grandma. 

Mrs. M. No, I was in the wrong. Mildew 
notices it, our neighbors talk of it, and unless he 
explains himself, his visits must end this day 


Mr. MILDEW hurries on, R. 1 E. 


Mildew. [c.] Excuse me—can’t help it—must 
wake you as happy as myself! He’s caught at 
last! [Laughs.] Ha, ha! 

Mrs. M. Who is caught, sir ? . 

Mil. Who? why, who deserves to be caught 

but your hopeful pet? He’s in the hands of the 
olice. Pve had the happiness of seeing him 
ragged to the station-house ! 

Eliza. My brother ? 

Mrs. M. For Heaven’s sake, tell me of my poor 
child; tell me, I entreat! | 

Mil. My dear madame, I have told you more 
already than I know. The young gentleman is in 
custody ; I saw it, and flew here to convey the 
joyful intelligence 

Eliza. You saw him, sir? 

Mil. I had that felicity, miss. 

Eliza. ’Tis impossible! 

Mrs. M. What crime can he have committed ? 

Mi. A theft. A person said he had stolen a 


oat. 
Mrs. M. A thief! Joseph a thief! I shall die! 
[Much excited. ELIZA supports her. 


C 


Mil. Pray make yourself easy; he'll only be} 


transported for his natural life ! [ Crosses L. 
‘i Mrs. M. Eliza, fly to him—go and comfort 
im. 
ELIZA 48 running out, R.. when JOSEPH appears, 
R. 1 £., meeting her; she embraces him. 

Jos. Ulloa, Liza! 

Mrs. M. [running to 
My boy ! 

ne: Ulloa, grandmother! what’s the matter 
now 

Mrs. M. Tell me, isit true? have you committed 
a theft ? | 

Jos. (confounded.| I a thief! me! you can’t 
believe it, though you said it. Suspect me of theft ? 
no, no, you can’t ! 

Mrs. M. I never did, dear. Calm yourself. 

Jos. Who told you such a villainous falsehood ? 
[In a great rage.| Tell me! | 

Mil. [aside.| I’m rather uncomfortable! 

Eliza. (pointing to MILpEW.] There is your 
accuser ! 

Jos. I thought so; he is always trying to make 


him and embracing him.] 
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Mrs. M. [to MrtpEw.] Leave us, sir, till he's 


calm. i 
Jos. He shall not quit this house until Im jf” 
satisfied. , 
Eliza. [reprovingly.] Joseph! ae 
Mrs. M. Come with me; my presence will pro- |~ 


tect you from this headstrong boy! This way.  |** 
[ Going, L:2 5. 
Mil. I place myself and property under your 


protecting wing, madame. [Trembling and follow- |<" 
ing Mrs. MANLY. Just as MILDEW reaches the |" 
door, L.2 E., JOSEPH breaks from ELIZA, and runs a 
to MILDEW, and pinches his leg, barking like a dog. |:* 
MILDEW runs into room, L. 2 ¥. eee 

Jos. [a8 MILDEW goes into the room.] Mind, al 
old fellow, you’re not out of the house vet. mi 


Eliza. Were you taken by the police? 
Jos. Yes, by mistake. A man accused me of oh 
breaking a window, and I was being marched off 
to prison with a common thief, when Mr. Arthur 
drove by in his fine cab, saw me, jumped out, and: 
whispered a few words to the policeman. Iwas 
instantly released; but before I could speak to |: 
him, he was in his cab again, and off. = 
Eliza. Arthur ! a 
Jos. Yes; and it’s my opinion he’s an impostor! 

Eliza. [excited.| An impostor ! 

Jos. What a way you're in! I tell you he’s a |“ 
deceiver! I know him now—his name, connections |! 
and rank. “i 

Eliza. Who told you this? [Sinks in a chair, c. \+ 

Jos. His tiger. I met him, played at marbles, and |: 
let him win. During the game, he let me mip all.|~ 
his master’s secrets. His master, Mr. Arthur, is a |~ 
rich man, son to a general, and his painting is |+ 
a sham. Now ain’t he a deceiver, eh f | z 

Eliza. [aside.] Good heavens | ; 

Jos. Ilearned something else—that he was going |: 
to be married in a few days to a rich heiress. 

sre Married ! [_Aside.] Can he have betrayed |: 


me 

Jos. But the best of the joke is, that he is in |; 
love with somebody else, a poor girl, whom he |} 
intends to deceive like the rest. Bless you, he is |¢ 
a regular bad one! [ELiza throws herself on his 
meck.| Liza, what ails you? 5 

Eliza. [bursting into tears.) Lost! dishonored! 
Oh, Arthur—Arthur ! | 

Jos. [starting.] What's that? what do I 
hear? you, my sister—my Liza dishon— No—no 
—no, I cannot even speak the word ! . 

Eliza. [leaning on his neck.| Do not scorn me; 
hide me from the world, but do not leave your 
unfortunate sister. [ Weeps. 

Jos. [shuddering.] Leave you? never—never! 
We must not say anything before grandmother. 
If she knew she had received such a man in her 
house, it would kill her. She prides herself s0. 
much on her honor, poor old soul ! 

Eliza. He promised me—swore to— 

Jos. Hush! [Puts his hand on her mouth. Say 


mischief betwecn me.and grandmother; but to|no more. She is coming—it would be her death. 


accuse me of theft! Let me get at him; I'll break | {The door, L.2£., opens 


, and Mrs. MANLY enters, 


every bone in his ugly skin. Let me get dt him! | followed timidly by MILDEW.] Look gay—smile 


He struggles to reach MILDEW, but is prevented | [Sighs.] Oh! 


\d 


Mrs. MANLY and ELIZA. MILDEW runs behind| Mrs. M. Pray don’t be alarmed, sir. } 


tables, chairs, etc., on L., much alarmed. 
Mil. [L. 0., aside. ] What a ferocious giant ! 
Mrs. M. Perhaps he only thought— 
Jos. He had no business to think—he shan’t 
think—let me go! : 


Mil. Not at all, madame; but I should like to |; 
know if the young gentleman’s passion is over, | 
before I enter. 

Jos. [with a forced smile.] Come in, come in, 
it’s all forgotten ; now we are friends. [Shakes hts 
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hand violently.) T’m glad tosee you. [Returns 
you. J—I am merry, you see, very—very. 
. [Cries aside. 
Mrs. M. Mr. Mildew has been telling me very 
unpleasant things of Mr. Arthur. I fear he de- 
si us—he is not what he appears to be. 
0S. 
you say, grandmother ? 


dying words of your father. To your care was 


4) left the honor of your family—his only bequest—| ang some 
me i hee name; and you promised him on his) quring the morning; I have something to com- 


-bed to preserve it. 

Jos. I did—I did promise. I remember it well. 
My father, when he was dying, called us to his 
bedside—Eliza and myself, two motherless chil- 
dren. When we looked at him he cried—I saw 
the tears run down his pale, manly cheeks—and 
we cried too. He bade us be comforted, and 
said—oh, 1 remember it well—‘‘Joseph,” he said, 
‘you love your sister; by and by, when you be- 
come 2 man, you must be a protector to her; 
guard her against the snares of vice. You are 
poor, but be honest. All I leave you is the name 
of a soldier and an honorable man; support that 
name and watch over her.” He joined our hands, 
embraced us, and, with a blessing on his lips, ex- 
pired. = [AU weep but MILDEW. 

Eliza. [aside.] My heart will burst ! 
Jos. How have I merited my father’s confi- 


: dence? By neglect and folly! My poor sister! 


te her hand.| I ought to be scorned. 
ou—you shall be avenged—for your sake I'll be 
aman! (Puts EL1za over.] Grandmother, speak 
to her, comfort her; she deserves it! It’s all my 
fault; I ought to have protected her! The vil- 
lain! he shall account to me forall. Yes—yes—I 
will be a man—I will be'a man! (Mrs. MAnLy 
runs to ELIZA, who is seated in chair, Cc. MIL- 
aa appears astonished. JOSEPH rvshes out, 
RIE. 


ScENE II.—An apartment in GENERAL BEAU- 
VOIR’S house. 


The GENERAL enters, R.12., with a newspaper, 
‘Mrs. SWANSDOWN following. 


Gen. Beauvoir. [L.] No, no, no! 

Mrs. Swansdown. [L.] Yes, yes, yes! 

Gen. B. Plague! - 

Mrs. S. Pest! I want— 

Gen. B. [reads.] “ An asylum for the dumb!” 
No, no; that won’t suit you. | 

Urs.’8. You are a cross, ill-disposed creature ! 

Gen. B. Because I speak the truth. 

Mrs. S. You always contradict me. 

Gen. B. It’s my only amusement, except tho 
gout, and I don’t know which is the most painful. 
_Mrs. S. Then you ought to be grateful to me, 
gir. 


years in all parts of the globe, fired away in bat- 
tles, mel away in marches, been 
trenches and thawed again by red-hot shot; but 
& trial as an obstinate woman’s tongue. 


know I can’t move with the gout; no sleep by 
night for it, or rest by day for— 


(to EL1zA.] Can she suspect? What do delighted t 


may my sword fail me, if ever I encountered such| Jos. [without.] I will! 


23 


3) Mrs. S. Your humble servant—eh, brother ? 
to Ex1zA.}] Laugh—grandmother is looking at|Despite your spleen, I will be heard. Arthur 


must marry my choice. 
Gen. B. Marry him yourself, but don’t annoy me! 


Enter ARTHUR, L. 1 E. 


Arthur. [bows.] Good morning, sir. Aunt, I am 
O see you So early. 
Gen. B. I am glad to hear it. Perhaps you'll 


Urs. M. Say? That you should remember the | relieve me from her delightful conversation.. 


Mrs. S. Thank you, nephew. I am rejoiced to 
politeness in the family. Call upon me 


municate, relative to your proposed marriage, of 
importance. . ; 

Gen. B.* Do, boy—do anything to quiet her! 

Mrs. S. Brother, you're a brute! 

Gen. B. Sister, you're a fool! 

Mrs. S. Cross old wretch! [Eat rapidly, R. D. 

Gen. B. Rather a pleasant accompaniment for 
a gouty invalid! Well, boy, what’s the news? 
What have you been doing with yourself these 
two days? 

Arth. Sir? 

Gen. B. Nothing, of course! your general occu- 
pation. . | 
_ Arth. Loccupy myself, sir, in accordance with 
my fortune and station. 

Gen. B. Of course you do. Balls, plays, the 
opera, up all night, asleep all day, killing time, 
as you term it. Take care Time don’t return the 
compliment, and kill you! Look at my gout—it 
is the fag-end of a pleasant life! 

Arth. You are severe, sir. 

Gen. B. It’s my humor. You’ve heard about 
the match your aunt proposes. Will you marry? 
It’s a noble family, rich and honorable! Why 
don’t you speak, boy ? 

Arth. Plenty of time yet, sir. 

Gen. B. For happiness! Bah! I’m ashamed of 
you! Isit too much trouble? Are you in love 
ihre sir? Attention, answer me! Who is the 


gir | 

Arth. [confused.] Can you suppose, sir— 

Gen. B. Why not? I loved forty women be- 
fore I was half your age. . [Taking his’ hand.] 
Come, come, youre a good fellow; make me 
your confidant—merge the father in the friend. 

Arth. I have no secrets from you. 

Gen. B. Well, I won’t press my questions, lad. 
Go to my sister; she'll settle it all. Leave the 
women alone for match-making. Go, and return 
quickly. [ARTHUR bows and exit RB.) He’s a fine 


fellow, and, despite his fashionable follies, not 


likely to commit an evil act. [Bait i. 


ScENE TI.—Library in the GENERAL'S House. c. 
D. practical, backed with chamber. Sofa on 
L.c. Zable and chairs on R. Tadle and chairs 


Gen. B. Grateful! Ihave served five-and-thirty| 0” 1. Footstool in front of sofa. 


Jos. [without; c.] I will go im! I will see the 


rozen in| general 


Wiliam. (without, c.}] You can’t—impossible ! 
[The c. D. ts burst 
open, and JOSEPH rushes in, his dress much dis- 


Mrs. S. Why don’t you beat a retreat, general? | ordered; WILLIAM, a valet, following. The GEN- 
Gen. B. There’s no retreat but the grave. You|ERAL enters, R. 148. Picture. 
Gen. B. Why this uproar? Who is this boy, 


William ? 
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Wil. I can’t tell, sir. He forced his way past 
' me, and insisted on speaking to you alone. 

Gen. B. How is this, sir? What do you desire ? 

Jos. Justice! 

Gen. B. Justice, boy? 

| Jos. And I expect it [bows] at the hands of a 
' brave man. 

Gen. B. Speak! What have you to say? 

Jos. It concerns your son. 

Gen. B. Leave us, William. [zit WILLIAM 
L.c. D. The GENERAL goes to sofa and sits.| 
Speak out boldly—what have you to say of Mr. 
Arthur? Remember, I’m his father. 

Jos. [playing with his cap. | I am sorry for it. 

Gen. B. Explain yourself. 

Jos. I will, general. Ilive at home with a poor 
grandmother, a dear old soul!—and my sister— 
she’s an angel! We were all happy fellows, when 
your son came to lodge in the same house, meanly 

| disguised as an artist, a painter, and, under pre- 
| tense of taking grandmother’s portrait, he insin- 
uated himselfinto our once happy home. Ob, his 
manners were so frank, so amiable! Grand- 
mother loved him, I loved him, my sister loved 
| him—we all loved him! 
[Almost choking. 


Gen. B. [with interest.| How! My son may 
be thoughtless, but his heart is good. 

, Jos. No, no, it’s bad—very bad! He has dared 
to mislead my sister, the child of a brave man, 
whose only fortune was her good name! He has 
' dared to bring misery on me, who loved her more 
than life—on the poor old woman who trusted 
him; and yet you call this folly! Isay, he has 
dared to dishonor my sister, and I come to you, 
: his father, for redress ! 

| Gen. B. This is the fruit of his polished society ! 
| He shall atone—quit Paris instantly— 

Jos. And my sister ? 

Gen. B. Hem! Your sister—it’s unfortunate—I 
can feel for your grief. If money can repair— 

Jos. [(wildly.] Money! Can money atone for 
injuries like my sister’s? He came, he lied! 

Gen. B. Lied! , 

Jos. Cowardly lied! She wasn’t dazzled by 
splendor or by riches. No; as a man of humble 
rank he won her, swore to marry her. |The GEN- 
ERAL drops his handkerchief; JOSEPH picks tt up; 
in doing so treads on the GENERAL'S gouty toe. ] 
Now you talk of money. Oh, no, no! 

Gen. B. [aside.] This boy’s words make a 
strange impression on me. [Aloud.] What would 
you have me do? 

Jos. Do? Make him marry her! 

Gen. B. Marry her ? 

Jos. And why not? 

Gen. B. ’Tis impossible ! 


He is a villain! 


Mrs. SWANSDOWN enters, R. C. D. 


Mrs. S. Oh, brother, brother, my dear little 
Charles has had such a miraculous escape! When 
I returned homeI found that he had just fallen 
into the canal. Luckily his life was preserved by 
a brave boy, who, at the risk of his own— 

Gen. B. I am rejoiced to hear it. [Aside.] I 
have news for you. Your hopeful nephew has 
ruined the peace of a young girl; that is hor 
brother; [points to JosEPH] he seeks redress at 

-| my hands. | 
Mrs. S. Poor Arthur! What can he do? 


REALEALSEPENEPEILI GEIL OC ESLERS TA YREVOPELIELENEIL TIL TLC E EVIL INEST DOGS 99ST WARE T EOS EVEO TOO e 


THE YOUNG SCAMP. 


hand. My grandmother, too—you shall 


Jos. Restore the peace of a whole family. Give 
my sister an honorable name—that of wife ! 

Mrs. 8S. [smeiting. Ally himself to an. unknown 
connection | 7 

Jos. It is droll, is it not, madame—very droll— 
for a young man in his station to amuse himself 
by bringing ruin and desolation on an humble 
family? What is it to him? nothing—mere 
amusement. There is no law to punish an act 
that destroys the happiness and honor of the poor. 
A fond old mother, dying heart-broken at the dis- 
grace of her child, is an excellent subject for 
laughter, is it not? You necd not fear, madame; 
laugh on, the world will join you. The rich and 
big-born must have their pleasures. Laugh on! 
You are right—it is so agreeable—very, very ! 

[Bursts into tears. 

Mrs. 8. [to the GENERAL.]| Think of ourfamily. 

Jos. I didn’t think of my family when I jumped 
into the canal to save your child’s life! 

Mrs. S. [running to him.] You! Did you res- 
cue him? My brave little fellow, how can I ex- 
press my gratitude—hbow reward you ? 

Gen. B. Vd see your sister if I could leave the 
house. My affliction keeps me a prisoner. 

Jos. You needn’t trouble yourself, sir; she 
shall come to you. I'll fetch her; she is close at 
see us 
all—all, all, instantly! [Runs off, RB. C. D. 

Gen. B. Damnation! Does he want me to 
marry the grandmother? Sister, somet must 
be done in this. Arthur's a scoundrel, evidently. 

Mrs. S. The affair is awkward, just now. If an 
exposé takes place, Arthur’s matrimonial pros- 
pects with the heiress may be ruined. Some re- 
paration must be made. 

Gen. B. Remember, I’m a soldier. Reparation 
shall be made befitting my son’s word, my name— 


Enter ARTHOR, R. C. D. - 


So, sir, youve arrived opportunely. You’re a 
rascal ! [He shakes his cane. 

Arth. [R.] Sir! 

Mrs. S. General ! 

Gen. B. IT repeat.the word. You have stolen 
into the confidence of a trusting woman, and you 
have been coward enough to betray her! 

Arth. [surprised.] I see you know all, sir. I 
am guilty; 1 confess my error, and am prepared 
to atone for it. | 

Mrs. S. Generous fellow ! 

Arth. I feared your anger, or a thousand times 
I would have confessed, and begged your for 
giveness. : 

Gen. B. My forgiveness? Ask it of those your 
villainy has rendered miserable. What can you 
do to repair their wrongs ? 

Arth. Give my hand and my heart. . 

Mrs. Hishand! Think of your name. 

Gen. B. Which he has disgraced. : 

Arth. It shall be redeemed, or I will perish! — 

[He rushes out, L. 0. D. 

Mrs. S. Arthur! Arthur! Brother, you’ve 
broken his heart! [Follows ARTHOUR, L. C. D. 

Gen. B. Served him right. He’s brought on 
another fit of the gout! Plague take all the girls 
and all the-boys—I shall be killed among them ! 


Re-enter JOSEPH, R. C. D. 


Jos. [in a whisper.) She’s here—my sister ! 
She is not aware this is your house, though, or she 
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THE YOUNG SCAMP. 


wouldn’t have come. Pray speak ae to her: 
Come in, Eiza. Don’t be frightened. 


Enter Eiz4, timidly, L. ©. D. 


- Eliza. [to JOSEPH.) You told me it was a lady. 

Jos. Well, it’s only an old gentleman—it’s all 
the same. 

Gen. B. [aside.] She’s very interesting! Ap- 
proach, miss—sit down. [She advances. 

Jos. Why don’t you sit down, sister ? 

[ Gives a chair on R. C. 

Gen. B. [lowd. } Well, young woman— 

Jos. Don’t speak so rough, sir; she’s not used 
to it, if you please. 

Gen. B. Pray, be composed. I am General 
Beauvoir,.the father of Mr. Arthur. [She starts. 

Jos. [aside.] That’s plump! [To ELIZA, 0” RB. 
¢.] Don’t tremble ; I am near you! 

Gen. B. I have heard all. My son is a villain! 

Eliza. [ quickly. ] No, sir—no ! 

Gen. B. I say, yes! 

Jos. So do I! 

Gen. B. He deceived you—concealed his rank 
and station. What did he call himself? 

Eliza. A painter employed at a theatre. 

Jos. Yes, and he promised me some orders, but 
never gave them to me. 

Gen. B. And he promised to marry you ? 

Eliza. Yes, sir. 

Gen. B. And why didn’t he ? 

Eliza. The reason he gave was the dread of his 
father’s severity. 

Gen. B. My severity? The Erne And 
you believed— 

Eliza. And trusted him ! 

Jos. Don’t cry, Liza! 

Gen. B. You love him still ? 

Eliza. No; I now detest him as much as I once 
loved him. Would that I were dead! 

Gen. B. Be comforted. He shall atone for his 
deceit. I’ve done with him; I’ll see him no more 
—I discard him! 

Eliza. A father discard ‘bis son through me! 
a , ho, sir; oh, sir, [kneels] pardon him, pardon 


Gen. B. [aside.] And she said she no longer 
loved! [Aloud.] Rise, my child. [Raises her.] I 
will be your friend. Now, tell me.: your father— 

Eliza. He is dead, sir. 

Gen. B. Dead? 

Jos. Yes. He died of the wounds he received i in 
the defense of his country, as a oe man 
should do. 

Gen. B. His name f 

Jos. Meunier. 

Gen. B. Meunier! Did he serve at Martinique ? 

Jos. He was then a cornet. 

Gen. B. The very man to whom I owe my life! 
My foot slipped while getting into the boat over 
the ship’s side, and I fell into the water. The 
gallant fellow plunged in after me like a water 
spaniel, and it’s no joke to jump in there, I can 
ae you, for sharks are plentiful. However, out 


a Ories. 


he pulled me; and a fae dhe was founded be-|- 
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| tween us which I hoped would last through life. 
| [Rises.] But fate, or, rathef, our military duties, 
separated us, and ’tis many years since I heard of 
him. And you, poor orphans—you arehis children. 
Rise! . [Embracing them. 


Enter Mrs. SWANSDOWN, L. C. D. 


Mrs. S. [L.] Dear brother, ’ve arranged all 
our difficulties. The young girl so unfortunately 


connected with Arthur shall live with me. I've 
found a place for her. 

Gen. B. So have I, sister, near my heart! My 
home is hers. She never quits me again. 

Jos. Huzza! Do you hear that? Hold up 
your head, Liza! ita 


Re-enter ARTHUR, L. C. D. 


Gen. B. They are the children of a brave man, 
and I will take care of them, if they consent. 

Jos. And grandmother, too ? : 

[GENERAL takes his hand. 

' Mrs. S. Brother ! 

Arth. [comes down, L.] Eliza! : 

Gen. B. Why do you come here, sir? 

Arth. To tell you how bitterly I repent my 
deceit—to tell you that [ havo enrolled my name 
in the list of my country’s defenders, and, if 
Heaven spares my life, on my return Iwill sup- 
peat. the hand and sorerrenes 2 of her I have 


injure 

Eliza. Arthur! } 

Gen. B. Go, sir, and when you are "worthy of 
her hand, return. 

Mrs. §. He shall never marry with my consent. 

Gen. B. He shall with mine. Not marry? By 
the honor of my country, he shall doit at once! 
Present arms, boy ! make your peace, beg forgive- 
ness, and [ll marry you before night ! 

[Passes ELIZA to ARTHUR. 

Jos. Huzza for the general! 

Gen. B. What do you say to that, sister? 

Mrs. S. You're a provoking old war-horse ! 
The honor of the family is lost! [Crosses r.] I 
disown you all! [il emigrate—repudiate—and 
hate—hate you all, as long as I live! 

[Exit R. 1 E. | 

Gen. B. [to ARTHUR.) Your aunt’s mad! Your 
wife shall remain with me until the campaign is 
over. And you, my brave lad, what will you be? 

Jos. Just whatI am. A young Scamp and my 
grandmother's pet! 

Gen. B. I should like to do something for you. 
What can I give you? 

wees Your hand—and let’s have a game at peg- 

p. [The GENERAL gives him his hand; he shakes 
e Neartil 4 I’m so happy! I could play all day ! 
Salah jbappy! [To the GENERAL.] I know you 
are. poor old grandmother be! What 
shall r a to her about you, my friends? May I 
venture to tell her you approve of my conduct? 
and that, for the sake of the good qualities of 
‘¢My Grandmothers Pet,” you forgive the. freaks 
and follies of “THE YounG Scamp” 


THE END. 


COSTUMES. 
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sy tothe dress: Blue blouse and trousers; 
: Dress coat; trousers, e 


French cap. ELIZA: 


GENERAL.—Mowered dressing-gown ; blue military trousers, | JOSEPH.—Blue blouse; gray trousers ; speckled stockings; shoes. 
stripe, eto. 


MRS. MANLY.—Flowered dress; old woman's white cap, eto. 
—Plain muslin dress. 


MILDEW. —Modern long mock cone light waistcoat; brown | MRS. SWANSDOWN.—Puce satin robe, chomed with swans- 
g8. 


trousers ; shoes, and black stoc 
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THAT RASCAL PAT: 


BH Farce, in One Bret. 
BY J. HOLMES GROVER. 


OAST OF CHARACTERS. 
Theatre Royal, Harrisburgh, Pa., 
Northampton, Eng. Nov., 1867. 
Pat MeNoggerty....Mr. J. . Grover. Mr. J. H. Grover. 
Major Pup acket... “* FS. ‘Fitz Chapman, ‘ “ J.M. Davenport. 
Charles Livingstone. ‘* R. Davenport. W. L. Jamison. 
DAUre, ...6 veccccese Miss Lena alike Miss Lena Forrest. 
ANCY ..ccsccctccees ‘* Rose Clyde. ‘* Lenora Creed. 


ScENE.—A large public room in a fashionable| Pat. [taking hold of tongue with thumb and 


watering hotel. Table and chairs R., clothes- 
rack and hat-stand L. C., a practicable door 


opening R. with No. 2 upon it, also one L. with| like this? 


No. 1 upon it. Both doors to open on stage. 


Enter CHARLES LIVINGSTONE, C. D. from L., 
coat and hat in hand. 


Charles. [calling.] Pat! Pat! Confound that 
blundering ishman. (Looks of c.D.] Pat! Pat! 
I say, Pat! 

Pat. [without.] Comin’, sur! Comin’! 


Charles. [putting overcoat and hat down. ] Curse 
that stupid idiot! Here I’m half strangled with 
dust, and no one to help me. 
having a servant, I’d like to know? More trouble 
than they’re worth. Pat! I say, Pat! 

Pat. (without.] Faix, thin, I’m comin’, sur! 

Charles. Then why don’t you come ? Am I to 
wait here all day for that fellow? I’ve threatened 
half a dozen times to discharge him, but, some- 
how or other, he’s hard to get rid of. The "fact i is, 
I owe the fellow so much, and he refuses to quit 
my service until I pay him back wages. Well, 
well, under the circumstances I guess he’ll re- 
main awhile, for I’m about as poor asa church- 
mouse. Now if I’d only some crusty old uncle, 
willing to “‘ kick the bucket” for my special ac- 
commodation, and leave me a snug little fortune ; 
but there’s no -such luck in store for me, I sup- 
pose. Now there’s Laura; when her Uncle Some- 
body dies, she’ll have a cool hundred thousand. 
How I love that girl—and how convenient the 
hundred thousand would be! I think she loves 
me, her letters are so very affectionate. I’ve 
already proposed, and she seems perfectly willing, 
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but that crusty old uncle of hers, it seems, must 


be consulted. Then he swears she must marry 
Fitznoodle, or Se Confound Fitznoodle, I 
say! Then, again, Laura tells me in her last 
that the old ‘fool 1 has heard of our attachment, 
and instead of feeling honored by my preference 
for his niece, says if she has anything to do with 
me) he’l] cut her off with a shilling. -Confound all 

rusty old uncles, I say! [Calling.] Pat! Pat! 
Why the devil don’t you come? . 

Pat. [singing without.) 
If I had a patch o’ praties, 
Wid two or three pigs.and a cow, . 
Shure, I wouldn’t call Stephens me ‘uncle— 


Enters ©. D. from L. 


Here I am, sur! 
Charles. Will you hold your tongue, sir ? 


Jinger.| I have it, sur. 

Charles. How dare you sing in a public place 
(CHARLES threatens PAT. 

Put. Shure, an’ it’s in Pauie I does the most oO’ 
me singin’, sur. 

Charles. Silence! 

Pat. Ym covered wid blushes entirely, sur. 

Charles. Pat, come here ! 

Pat. Yes, sur. 

Charles. Were you ever in love? 

Pat. In love, is it? Begorrah, I was, thin. In 
Killibrallaghan, County Tip, I was in love so 
often, sur, that I’m able to take it as aisy as a 


Charles. Pat, ’'m serious. I’m in love—deeply 
in love—miserably i in love—[with excitement] Pm 
crazy 

Pat. Faix, thin, ’'m thinkin’ yes are, sur. 

Charles. rasa -] What shall I do? What shall 

Walking floor rapidly. Pat watches him. 
sings.] 1 fell in love wid an Irish girl, 
From County Downe came she— 

Charles. Silence! paces What am I saying, 
and to my servant? (Sternly.)] Why the devil 
don’t you stir yourself about ! Don’t you see I 
want to write a letter? Paper, pen and ink! 


Come, envelopes ! 

Pat. [aside, going R.] What the divil’s come 
over the master, dunno? Shure, thin, it’s astray 
he’s goin’. Faix, but he’s afthur losin’ bis eee 
karacter altogether, entirely. (Berit 

Charles. [sitting at table.) Why should Tauka 
write me such infernal news? It’s enough to set 
one crazy. If that bigoted old uncle of hers only 
knew how much I adored her—how I worshiped 
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| rageously. The old foo] has never seen me, yet 
| he insists on: Laura’s cutting my acquaintance, 
and upon her marrying that Fitznoodle because 
| he’s rich—he has money. Why, Lord help his 
| innocent old heart, she'll have plenty for the 
hoth of us! Isn’t a hundred thousand enough ? 
Bat if he cuts her off with a shilling! Ob, Lord ! 
How can we get along? He can’t do it; the 
thing’s utterly impossible! Curse old bachelor 
ee Curse Fitznoodle! If I had him here, 


Rushes 8., and runs into Pat, who enters from No. 
2 with writing materials, and knocks everything 
down. Pat falls. . 

Pat. [getting up.) Oh, murther ! 
ieee What the devil are you doing in my 
way | 

Pat. Ye’s have knocked th’ paper an’ th’ pins 

all over the flure, an’ th’ ink’s gone t’ th’ divil in- 

tirely. Th’ way ye’s ar’ goin’, sur, it’s meself’s 
tired o’ bein’ in yer sarvice, an’ if ye’s ‘ll pay me 

my wages, I’ll discharge meself immagitly ! 7 
Charles. [kicking him.] Get out of the room, 

you rascal ! 

Pat. Don’t ye’s want t’ write your letthur, sur ? 
Charles. [business.] No!. Go to the devil— 
get out of my sight! [Pat picks up things.| Stop! 

Bring me my portmanteau. I’m going away. 
Pat. An’ where ar’ ye's goin’, sur? 

Charles. [angrily.] Do you hear me? . 

Pat. [starting quickly.) Yis, sur! Exit R. 

Charles. Let me see—I’ll go—where’ll I go? 

Put. [poking in his head.| Will ye’s have yer 
tooth brish, sur—an’ yer fine tooth comb ? 

Charles. Come here! Why don't you come 
when I call you ? 

Pat. [entering from R., slowly.) I’m comin’, 
sur. se 


Charles. Help me with my coat! [Business.] 
Easy, now, easy! There, that’s it. Now my 
hat. [Pat hands him his hat. CHARLES walks 


floor nervously.) Pat, ’m going away for three| 


weeks—remember, for three weeks. Don’t go 
away, don’t stir from this house. When I return 
your wages shall be paid in full. (PAT seems very 
much surprised.| Don’t leave the house ! 
[CHARLES rushes off. 
Pat. Gone away for three wakes! I’m +t’ shtop 
here agin he comes back. Oh, he’s crazy, he’s 
tamed lunatic altogether, begorrah, an’ it’s th’ 
gitrels that’s turnin’ him into a lunatic ’syleum 
wid their avil designs! Gone for three wakes! 
Be th’ sole o’ me fut, but I must get me hat and 
folly him. | (Evit pr. 


Enter NANCY, L., from door No. 1. 


Nancy. Oh, deary me! What shall I do in this 
ul, dreary place? My poor young missus 
does nothing but fret from morning till night. Mas- 
ter says she must marry some rich young man, 
and she’s in love with a poor young gentleman. I 
know what I’'d do: uncle or no uncle, I’d just run 
away, and marry the one I loved best. If I could 
only see my young man—he’s the flame of my 
affections—oh, be’s such a nice young man! He's 
rection, only his name’s Pat! That would 
ve to he changed. Oh, dear, I never could 
become Mrs. Pat 
(Business. Struts about with affected dignity. 
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the very earth she treads, he wouldn't act so out- | Enter PAT, R., seeing NANCY, and unseen by her. 


Pat. Ob, look at that! “Who's this, I dunno? 

Nancy. {turning and seeing Pat. Aside.) Ab! 
that’s a nice young man—who can he be? How 
he’s watching me. [Turns away indignantly. 

Pat. [recognizes her.) What! No! Yes, that’s 
Nancy! What th’ divil brings her here, I wonder ? 
Nancy! Nancy! Isay, Nancy! [ Business. 

Nancy. {turning to PAT.] Goodness gracious, 
if it isn’t Pat! hy, Pat, where in the name of 
goodness did you come from? You put me all in 
a flurry. | Aas dtod PAT around rapidly.) Turn 
around and let me see you—is it really you? 

Pat. Av coorse it’s me—shure, if ye’s kape on 
in that way much longer, ye’s ll have me turned 
into somebody else! But, Nancy, darlin’, what 
are ye’s doin’ here? Ye’s ought t’ be ashamed 0’ 
yerself, so ye’s ought, the way ye’s have kilt me 
intirely wid yer doin’s. Faix, I thought ye’s were 
gone from me for iver and iver altogether. 

Nancy. Come, come, Pat, Pll tell you all about 
it. You must know I’m a young lady’s maid 
now, and— , 

Pat. Are ye’s, now ? 

Nancy. Yes; and my young missus came down 
here to the seashore with her rich old uncle, and 
I'm her companion. [Business. Struts about stage. 

Pat. Come here, Nancy—let me look at ye’s. 
Ye’s haven’t gone and bruke .me heart, since I 
saw ye’s, by marryin’ any other fellows, have 
ye’s? Didn’t I always love ye’s betther nor a pig 
loved butther-milk? Didn’t I tell ye’s about forty 
hundred thousand times that ye’s were the swat- 
est crayture in th’ worrild ? 

Nancy. No nonsense, Pat! 
Vl run. away. 
letter ? | 

Pat. I do, thin, Nancy. | 


If you begin that, 
Listen to me. Do you see this 


Nancy. Well, then, it’s to go to the post. It’s 


for such a nice young man. My missus is in love 
with such a splendid young fellow! Oh, such 
eyes! such lips! and such an exquisite mous- 
tache! 

Pat. Hould on, Nancy, hould on! Shure, but 
ye’s have been t’ boardin’-schule since I saw ye’s, 
wid yer big worrids! . 

Nancy. 
to go to 
it! 

Pat. Faix, Nancy, but we’re not married yet, 
and ye’s naden’t commence yer— 

Nancy. (slaps his face.| ‘Take that! 

Pat. I have it. [Putting hand to face. 

Nancy. Now Pm going to look after my missus. 


at, hold your tongue. This letter’s 
the post-office, and I want you to take 


You'll take the letter, won’t you? ‘There, that’s 


a good, dear Pat. 
at. Oh, sartainly—but are yo’s shure it’s not 
wantin’ somethin’ ? | 
lois Why, no—can’t you read? Read the 
ress. 
_ Pat. (business.] What letter is that, Nancy ? 
Nancy. That’s ‘‘C”—Mr. Charles Livingstone, 
No. 27— [Pat looks at NANCY in astonishment. 
Business. | 
Pat. Is that letter for him? 
Nancy. Yes! 
Pat. An’ does yer missus love that man ? 
aoe Yes; but, Pat, yowre surely out of your 
ead. : 
Pat. (business. He catches NANCY up and 
begins dancing furiously.) Whooroo! | 
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Nancy. Pat, Pat, you’re crazy! , 

Pat. Nancy, Nancy, we'll be shtep-brothers, so 
we will. Charles Livingstone! 
masther, an’ he’s here now. He’s here in this 
very house, only he’s gone t’ th’ divil—gone ?’ th’ 
divil, to shtop away for three wakes! 

Nancy. Pat, you’ve gone mad ! 

Pat. Am I, thin? Sh! sh! Come here, Nancy. 
Don’t spake a word for th’ worrild. | 

[Leads her down. 
Nancy. Oh 


I won’t say a word. Won't it be 
nice? And he’s here, in this very hotel! Oh, 
Pat, we’ll see each other so often ! | 
Pat. (points off, L.] Sh! What's that? 
[Nancy looks off, L. 
Nancy. Where ? , 
Pat. There! | 
[Pat steals kiss, and exits C. D. and L. 
Nancy. (running .after him.| How dare you? 
Ob, he’s gone! He’s so nice. What splendid 
times wo'll have these fine evenings, walking 
along the shore. [Looks off L.] Oh, laws—here 
comes master, and in such a temper ! 


Enter MAJOR PUFFJACKET, L. 


Major. Nancy, Nancy, come here! What are 
you doing out here, when you know you are 
wanted inside? Get me my hat and cane! 

Nancy. Yes, sir. [Aside.] The wretch! 

Exits indignantly, L. 

Major. ‘What a miserable place to be dragged 
into! I detest fashionable watering-places. Peo- 
ple have no business to be fashionable. Confound 
fashion! I like comfort; and what comfort can 
one find here, packed up in a seven-by-nine 
room, and crowded down to a table with a pack 
of hungry codfish aristocracy, who grab every- 
thing within their reach, and eat as though they 
never saw roast beef or chicken before? That 
niece ‘ll be the death of me yet. Women are all 
alike, young and old—I never loved but one wo- 
man in my life, and that was my mother! That 
niece of mine is crazy after that ‘ Charles” 
somebody—says he’s so handsome! Handsome! 
umph! Doll-baby face and poor as a churchmouse! 
There’s Fitznoodle, he has plenty of money—she 
won't look at him. What’s beauty? Fitznoodle 
has the beauty. Money, money—that’s the 
beauty. Egad! she shan’t have her handsome 
Charles doll-baby face. I’ve procured all her 
letters. [Produces large pocket-book, with letters, 
Jrom coat-pocket.| Here they are, all safe, and 
they shall be burned as sure as my name’s Puif- 
jacket. [Calls.] Nancy! Nancy! | 


Enter NANCY, with coat, hat and cane, L. 


Nancy. Here they are, sir. 

Major. No! I want no petticoat assistance. 
Im going out. Go to your mistress! ([Hzit 
NANCY, L., angrily.) Laura shall never meet that 
pauper. Egad, I'll soon put a stop to this busi- 
ness ! 


Going towards Cc. D., runs into PAT, who enters. |. 


Pat. I beg your pardon, sur! J—I—I— 

Major. (business with cane.] What do you 
mean, fellow? Do you see this cane ? | 

Pat. Faix, Ido. Meself’d rather see it nor fale 
th’ like of it ’pon me head, anyhow. But ye’s ’ll 
forgive a poor boy, as wouldn’t harm a hair o’ yer 
head for th’ worrild. 
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Major. Who are you, fellow 
i long life t? me. Me 


Pat. ’'m an Irishman, sur, 


Shure, he’s me; mother was an Irishman before me. I was bom 


in Killibrallaghan, County Tip. Me father was a 
Mullahawn, an’ I’ve fourteen brothers and tbir- 
teen sisters, an’ me mother died two years before 
I was born, sur— 

Major. Stop! stop! stop! 
pedigree. Do you want work? 

Pat. Work? Did ye’s say work, sur? - 

Major. Yes, work! None of your infernal .gab- 
ble! Yes orno! and quickly, too. I want a man- 
servant; if you'll suit me, Pll pay you five dollars 
in advance. Say quickly. Will you enter my 
service or not? ae. 

day I 


Enough of your 


Pat. ({aside.] Five dollars! Many’s the 

didn’t see th’ likes o’ that. . 
Major. Come, what say you? 

Pat. Hould on, sur. [Aside.] What 11 I doif my 
masther comes back t [atu Yes, sur.” - 

Major. Enough ! at’s your rascally name? 
Mind, now—make it a short one—I hate. long 
nanes. None of your Thomas Augustuses or 
William Henrys for me, but something short. 

Pat. Somethin’ short! Yis, sur—somethbin’ 
short, that’s what ivery Irishman likes. My name, 
yer honor, is Patrick McNoggerty, generally 
called Pat for short. . . 

Major. Pat, good. 

Pat. No, sur. Not Pat Good, but Pat McNog- 
gerty. But it’s all one in bog Irish. , 

Major. Now, Pat for short, bring me a plate 
of oysters. [Tlleat them here. Stewed oysters. 
Mind they’re hot. [ll not go-out. I’ve changed 
my mind. In the mean time I'll change my coat. 

[Exit L. in No.1. PAT sings. 


Sone, “PADDY WHACK.” 
Air—P aT MALOY. 


Come one an’ all, both great an’ small, an’ listen t’ me tale, 
The story that I'm goin’ t’ tell will make yo weep an’ wail; 
I’m not a rich man, but I has th’ clo’s upon me back 

An’ Ireland is me country, an’ me name is Padd Whack. 

Me father was a Mr wn, me mother was a Fay, 

An’ I was born at home one night when she was gone away ; 
When she returned she found me there, full paeupon me back, 


A jug o’ whisky in me hand, an’ cryin’ Paddy Whack. 


But since that time how things have changed! I’ve grown t’ bea 


mau 
I've traveled over all th’ airth, from Russia to yapan 
I've saved three fortunes, but thoy're spint, an’ ne ¢t’ th’ rack, 
But Ireland is me country, an’ me namo is Paddy Whack. 

I’ve crossed th' say, for mOreekay) Whore, as I understan’, 
Whoever pays his income tax onn be a congressman ; 

A Conroe I'm sure t’ be, bekase I have a knac 

Of makin’ this free country th’ home of Paddy Whack. 


Well, here’s a comfortable situation. Two mas- 
thers an’ an old swateheart upon me hands at 
wanst. What’ll I do if me other masther comes 
back, I dunno? [Seats himself at table.] Five 
dollars, an’ Nancy in the bargain. [Jumps up.} 
Oh, musha, thin, but I’m afther forgettin’ them 
oysters intirely ! (Exit L. 
Enter LAURA, R., in walking-dress and straw hat. 
Laura. Ido wonder where uncle can bef I've 
missed 2 whole package of letters from my dress- 
ing-case. I was always afraid of being robbed at 
these public places. And poor, dear Charles’ let- 
ters, too. Perhaps uncle is in the garden. 

[Exit c. D..to R. 


Enter Pat, L., with dish of hot oysters. . 
Pat. [business.] Oh, bad luck t’ these divils, 
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they’re as hot as love. What’s that I hear? Mis- | get him away. Business.] Nobody, sur, nobody. 
| ter Charles, an’ he comin’. Shure an’ he mustn't | That’s only the hand-organ man_ outside, wid a 


| see these. [Business. monkey. [Pat meron place to place with, Fright. 


Enter CHARLES, Cc. D. from L., hurriedly. 


Charles. Well, Pat, ’m back again. What are 
you doing? . . 

Pat. Nothin’, sur. [Business with oysters behind 
him; they burn his hands. | Bad manners t’ th’ 
shlippery divils. 

Charles. What have you in your hands? 
c.) 3; Pat. [holding dish in left hand and showing 
eh i right hand.] Nothin’, sur, but me fisht ! 


ut 


SSS SCCOC+CCSC OFC CO? 


Churles. ‘The other hand! Why, you're squirm- 
ing about like a skinned eel ! 

Pat. [business ad. lib.] Nothin’ but th’ other 
fisht, mal [ Aside.] Faix, I’m burned up intirely. 

Charles. [business.] What's this, oysters? [ Takes 
them. ] Oh, I seo! You saw me coming, and know- 
ing the walk would sharpen my appetite, thought 
to ‘surprise me. That’s very kind of you, Patrick, 
very kind. (Hating.] These oysters are uncom- 
| monly nice. I do enjoy stewed oysters. These 
| are capital ! 
| 


Pat. [greatly Srightened. Aside.] How li I get 
him away out o’ this ?" 

Charles. [eating.] Pat, Pve changed my mind. 
Pm not going away. 

Pat. [hands his hat. Business.) Ye’d betther 
tt] go, sir. Ye’d betther go! 


I'm not going! 
a8) Pat. 
“| 4: comes me masther from No. 1. 
°44\ Charles. [rising and taking off coat. ] Hore, Pat, 
| brush-this coat, and bring it to me immediately. 
: - [Exit in No. 2, R. 
| Pat. [taking coat and seating himself.) Well, 
i divil blow me, I’m diggin’ me own grave, so I am. 


a large picture-case and lays tt on chair. 
and hands it to Pat. 


—l’m in a hurry. 
[He throws coat to Pat, and exit in No. 1. 


has comminced. 


it here ! 
Charles. [within No. 2, B.] Pat, my coat ! 
[hastily 


_picture-case, and commences. 
es Yis, sur ! 
Enter Mason. — 


Major. Come, come, Pat—my coat. 

Pat. 
“Marowe coat-pocket, and pocket-book in CHARLES’ 
| and tries to put CHARLES’ coat on the Magor. 


; 
: 
: 
4 
a: Pat. 
‘: Here it is, ae Oh, I’m kilt immagitly ! 


ingt That’s not my coat! 


| other masther’s ! [Changes coats. 
Charles. [within No. 2, R.] Pat, I say! 
Major. o’s that calling ? 


Charles. (choking.] No! Confound you—I say 
[looks off u.] Murther, ‘murther, | here|" 


_ [Feels into pockets.) I niver can brish a coat when 
there does be anything in th’ pockets. [Takes out 


Enter Mason PUFFJACKET. He takes off coat 


Major. Here, Pat, brush this coat. Make haste 


Pat. [with a coat in each hand.| Shure, Bedlam 
ade [putting his head in Srom No. 1. ] Bring 


takes large pocket-book Srom 
» Magon’s coat and puts on chair beside CHARLES’ 
itd MAJOR’sS 


[hastily puts CHARLES’ picture-case in 


Major. (business. ] What the devil are you do- 
Pat. [aside.|;Oh, murther an’ turf—that’s me 


Pat. [having put Masor’s coat on, is trying to 
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Business. 

Charles. Pat! | 

Pat. Comin’, sur, comin’ ! 

Major. What the devil do you mean? . Who’s 
that calling you? 

Pat. Yis, sur—yis, sur—that’s a sick man, sur 
eal s very sick, sur. His grandfather ax’d me 
| would I wait upon him, agin he wint ‘farninst t 
get some— 

Charles. [very loudly.] Pat, do you host me? 

Pat. Pm comin’ immagitly, sur!  - 

[ Going R., MaJoR ‘stops him. 

Major. No, stay here. - Til go. 
Pat. [stopping him.] No! sh!" “gi don't go 
near him for th’ worrild. Shure,‘ he's ‘got th’ 
collywabbles in his diaphramic cholorium; an’ th’ 
doctor says nobody but an Irishman can live 
widin his prisence ! 


Enter NANCY, from No. 1. Business with Pat, 
They whisper aside from MAJOR. ; 


Nancy. Please, sir, my young missus wants to 

see you right away. She’s in the garden, sir. 
[MaJor walks c. toward ¢C. D. 

Major. Pat, you go and wait upon the sick man. 
Yl return in a minute. Come; Nancy. [Business 
with PAtTand Nancy. Exeuntc. D. . 

Pat. Iverything is gittin’ topsy-turvy.  Faix, 
but Pll be fallin’ upwards for th’ ground nixt. 

Enter CHARLES, angrily, from No. 2. 
Charles. Confound you, Pat! 
Didn’t you hear me call? 

Pat. [putting his hand up to fice, as afi in pain.] 
Yis, sur, ‘but I’m kilt intirely wid th’ toothache! 
Look at me tooth, sur, how it’s aching. Wow! 
| wow! wow! 

Charles. [putting o on his coat.| Don’t stir from 
; I shall return in a few moments. Remen- 


Are you deaf ? 


ber, if I find you gone, Pl— [Ezitc. D., quickly. 
Pat. All right, sur. 
[Song introduced with a music cue. 


Enter MAJOR, L., puffing as if fromrapid walking. 


Major. Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord! to call me all 
the way down to the shore to look at a shell. Pat, 
come here ! : 

Pat. Yis, sur ! 

Major. Get me some— [Feeling in his coat- 
pocket for pocket-book.] Where’s my pocket-book ? 
[Takes out picture-case.] What's this : 

Enter LAURA, L., from No. 

Pat. [aside.] Begorrah, I’ve hanged the con- 
tints o’ their pockets. 

Major. Picture! How came this in my pocket ? 
[looking at picture anxiously, over 
Why, uncle, where did you 


Laura. 
MaJonr’s shoulders. } 


‘| get that? [Aside.] It’s the one I gave Charles. 


Major. [putting the picture at Pat.] Do you 
see that? Do you see that? Do you see that? 

Pat. [takes the picture and looks from it to 
MaJor, and from Magor to it. ] ’Pon me sow], 
sur, nobody’d iver think o’ takin’ that for -yerself. 

Major. How came that in my pocket? Answer 
eater i came it there? Where’s my pocket- 


Pat. (aside.] What’ll I do at all, at all ? 
Major. Do you hear me? How came this in 
my pocket ? 
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Pat. Hould on, sur, hould on! Sure, I'll tell] afther losin’ it, I put it int’ yer coat-pocket, an’ 
Ye’s see, there’s a gintleman|I forgot t’ mention it t’ ye’s, sur. | 


ye’s all about it. 
here, sur, beyant, an’ he came t’ me, an’ sis he, 
‘¢ Pat,” sis he. ‘‘ Sur,” sis I. 


Major. I want nothing to do with your ‘‘ says they’re mine—the very ones I wrote Laura. 
| I and says he ”—tell me how this picture came in| (Rises. Business. ] pag come here! 


my pocket ! 
Pat. 
‘‘Brish me coat,” sis he. ‘I will,” sis I. An’ so, 
d’ ye’s mind, I—I beg yer pardon, sur, would ye’s 
let me see that picture ? 
Major. There it is! 


Pat. That picture, sur! [Zooks at it comically. |"kase he wouldn’t part wid ’em for the whole wor: | 


Why, that picture belongs t’ me! 
Laura. [with surprise.| To you? 
Pat. Yis, miss—that picture was th’ last gift of 
me poor dead masther ! {Cries comically. 
Laura. Dead! 


Pat. Yis, miss—me poor dead masther loved | loves meno 
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Well, thin—that’s what I’m comin’ to. your Irish body! | 


Charles. (setting himself at table and examin- | 
ing letters.} What's this? Letters! As I live, 


Who gave 


you this? Answer, or [ll break every bone in 


Pat. Th’ gintleman, sur—the gintleman— — | 
Charles. Well, well, what’s all this to do with it? 
Pat. He tould me not t’ part wid thein, sur—for 
t’ kape th’ likes o’ them agin he come’d back, 


rild, tho’ it might be lined wid 
wid butthermilk an’ whisky. 
Charles. Where is this man ? 
Pat. Shure, he’s— 
Charles. ae) I see it all—I’m duped. She 
onger. She’s been amusing herself with 


praties, an’ soaked 


that picture betther nor he loved his grandmother. | our correspondence. And he, too—curse him, he’s 
But he died, ma’am, he dicd with his lips upon} been laughing over my letters! TPli-be even with 


the shaddy o’ that beautiful lady! 


[Business.|him, yet. Ill meet him, and— But I love her. 


Crying ad. lib, LAURA gives him money, in order | [Rises.] Oh, I shall go mad! Pat, come here! 


to solicit information. . 
Laura. [very pitifully.] Did he love her, then ? 


Pat. Yis,ma’am, he loved her altogether. Whin| ess. 


he was ’pon his death-bid, he sis, ‘‘ Pat,” sis he, 
“take that.” ‘TI will,” sis I. 
he, ‘an’ if ye’s iver mate wid th’ darlin’ crayture, 


tell her,” sis -he, ‘tell her I died wid me heart |letters.] If 


batin’ 'pon th’ lips o’ th’ swate face of her.” 
[ Crying, etc. 


Pat. Yis, sur. 

Charles. [furiously.] Go to the devil! [Busi- 
CHARLES rushes about room furiously. 
Pat. ’Pon th’ sowl o’ me fut, I think it’s in that 


‘‘ Take that,” sis/ direction I’m goin’. 


seating himself at table and examining 
could only find his name—perhaps 
it may be here. Yes, here itis: Puffjacket— 
Major Timothy Puffjacket. Puffjacket!. A pretty 


Charles. 


Major. (giving him money.] What was your|cognomen. I'll puff his jacket for him. I see it 


master’s name ? : 

Pat. [nervously.] Charles Livingstone. [Zooks 
of c.D. and L. Aside.) An’ I’m ixpictin’ ivory 
minute t? see him risin’ from th’ dead. 

[Cries comically ad. lib. 

Major. {giving him money.| Charles Living- 
stoue dea (Lavra is dreadfully pale.] Where 
did he die ? 


Pat. He died, sur—he died in th’ house where 
he now lives, sur. 

Laura. [giving him money.) Did he seem at- 
tached to the original of this picture ? 

Pat. Yis, mav’am, he— [Looks offc.p. Aside.] 
Begorrah, here comes me other masther ! 

Major. Come, Laura, don’t cry—let us go into 
the open air. | 
be very happy to get rid of such a worthless lover. 

[ Bxeunt L. 


all—some officer, curse his ugly body ! 
Enter MAJOR, L., and not seeing CHARLES. 


But [ll find him—young or old, he shall fight me! 
CHARLES slaps letters down furiously on table. 
ajor. [who has been looking at letters.) I beg 
your pardon, sir, but that has much the appear- 
ance of my pocket-book. 7 
Charles. [rising.] Your pocket-book, sir—your 
pocket-book ? 
Major. Yes, sir. My servant, through some— 
Charles. Your name is, then— 
ae hil Puffjacket, sir—Major Timothy Puff- 
jacket. | 
Charles. [rising.] I knew it! I knew it! Puff- 


Don’t cry, my dear—you ought to|jacket, you’re a villain ! 


Major. 


business with cane.] A villain, sir! A 
Villain ! 


at do you mean, sir? what do you 


Pat. [business.] Oh, murther, murther, here;|mean? Do you know that I am an officer, sir— 
comes me ould masther! Now for th’ divil, intirely. | an officer in the army ? 


Enter CHARLES, C. D. from L.,. with pocket-book 
in hand. 


Charles. I repeat it, sir, pid ‘sar it! Puffjackat, 
officer or no officer, you're a villain and a coward, 
and, sir, you shall either fight me, or, dam’me, I'll 


Charles. You vagabond Irishman, what the devil | publish you ! 


is this you’ve put in my pocket f 


Pat. That pocket-book, sur? ‘There’s a gintle- 


Maior. Young man— 
Charles. Where the devil did you get these 


man, sur—a gintleman as shtops here in the house | letters? Where did you get them, you infernal 
—an’ he came t’ me t’day, an’ sis he, “‘ Waiter,” sis | old villain—how did you get them? 


he, thinkin’ I was one o’ th’ common waiters, sur. 
Well, thin, thinkin’ as how I might be airnin’ an 
honest penny, ‘‘ Here I am, sur,” sis I. ‘‘ Waiter,” 
sis he, ‘* take this, an’ kape it agin I comes back,” 
sishe. ‘I will,” sis I. An’, sur, t? make a long 
shtory short, he left th’ pocket-book wid me, an’ 
wint away, an’— 

Charles. [angrily.] Yes, yes, but how came it in 
my pocket ? 

Pat. Ye’s see, sur, thinkin’ as how I might be 


Mujor. Letters! Infernal villain! Letters! 
Young man— 

Charles. Yes, sir, letters! Where did you get 
them? How came they in your possession ? 
[Business.] But I'll waste no more time in words 
with such an old ass. Here’s my card. In five 
minutes I shall return—meet me here—I demand 
satisfaction, sir, satisfaction! Remember, in five 
minutes, you old fool, in five minutes ! 

[Exit CHARLES, OC. D., ferociously. 
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THAT RASCAL PAT. 31 


old fool ! ho can this madman be ? 


retty mess [ve got myself into! Livingstone not 

ead, and Laura crying her eyes out over that 
infernal Irishman’s concocted story. Everything, 
everybody, seems conspiring against me. : 

Pat. [poking in his head from R.] Wor ye’s 
callin’ me, sur ? 

Major. [highly excited.) Pat, come here! 
[Aside.] Pil have this Irishman break every bone 
of his rascally body. [Aloud.] Pat, can you fight? 

Pat. [business.] Is it fight ? Whooroo! 

Major. Listen to me! In five minutes a man 
will enter that door. Be ready for him. Here, 
take my stick, and beat him well.. As soon as the 
deed is. accomplished you shall have twenty dol- 
lars. Do you understand ? 

Pat. Twenty dollars! Ar’ ye’s particular, sur, 
if I breaks a few bones ? 

Major. No; the more the better! Will you do it? 

Pat. Do it? Begorrah, ’m an Irishman. Give 
me twenty dollars, and I'll wallop th’ whole 
worrild, an’ blacken the two eyes 0’ me grand- 
mother ! 

Major. Here’s half the amount in advance. Be 
very cautious—take this stick and— 

Pat. Niver fear, sur—oh, I'll give him th’ worth 
0’ th’ money! 

Major. Take this cane. 

Pat. No, sur—shure I couldn’t fight wid th’ 
likes o’ that-—it’s too shlender in th’ waist, an’ by 
far too long. Hould on, hould on, yer honor, an’ 
Pll show ye’s the.darlin’ ould stick ! 

[ Hxit in door No. 2. 

Major. I must get away, or that furious young 
man may return, and there’s no knowing what the 
consequences may be. Ah! [Looks ofc. D. and 


.1}' L.] I hear footsteps—it may be he. 
Te [Exit quickly in door No. 1. 
Enter Pat, from No. 2, with shillalah. 

Pat. Oh, begorrah, but there’s as tight bit o’ 
stick as iver doubled a boy’s joys, or holped t’ 
‘tf, share his sorrows. It’s many’s th’ bruken nose 
. that’s sint wid a rap out o’ that. But where’s me 
' brigadier-colonel? Be jabers, but he’s a bould 
JY man—only he’s away from home, an’ he’s bitter 
*1¥, contint t? pay twinty dollars t’ th’ likes o’ me, nor 
i} pay it t? th’ doctor.. What ’d I do if me masther 
1~° from No. 2 would come in now? For fear he’d 
_ come, Pll wallop this ganious here on th’ shpot. 

The ould masther ‘11 think I’m at him, an’ I'll kape 
. up th’ hubbaboo. Now for th’ scrimmage. [Pat 
}! changes his voice and pretends to carry on a con- 
| versation. He represents a conversation with a 
| man entering C. D., and as PUFFJACKET attempts 
| to peep from door No. 1, Pat gets in front and 

door shut. 
oice. [by Pat, placing hand to face.} Where’s 
your master ? 
_ Pat. [still retaining brogue, but speaking in 
hoarse voice.| He’s gone, so he is. 

Voice. Did he leave any word ? 

Pat. Shure he did, then. He said he expicted 
a bla’guard here, an’ I’m t’ ax him t’ dirty one 0’ 
these chairs wid his dirty body. : | 

Voice. What do you mean, fellow ? 
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Major. [excitedly.| Villain—coward—knave— | vartue inwested in me I’m t’ wallop th’ divil out 
I [Looks at\o’ ye’s. [During this conversation, PUFFJACKET 
card.) What's this? Livingstone! Charles Liv-| frequently attempts to open door, but is prevented 
ingstone—the man for whom Laura has so often|by Pat. At end of conversation Pat pretends to 
plead—and not dead? This is very strange! Pat! | be beating his adversary, and as PUFFJACKET at- 
Pat! Where the devil is that servant of mine? A| tempts to peep out, Pat strikes door with his stick, 


Pat. I mane that ye’re paid for, an’ by raison o’| Yis, sur! 
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all the while keeping up the talk.) Take tbat, ye 
bla’guard, etc., etc. [Then running quickly to 
Cc. D., as tf kicking him out.] So ye’s have 
enough! Be off out o’ that, ye poor broken-nos’d 
divil, ye’s. Bo peels runs out quickly and 
attempts to look off c. D. Pat gets before him. 
Business. : 
' Major. Where is he? . : 
Pat. Ob, sur, I broke both his legs an’ black- 
en’d his nose and two eyes—an’ he’s runnin’ like 
th’ divil, for fear o’ bein’ hurted. But—([standing 
before PUFFJACKET] th’ money, sur, th’ money. 
| Major. There it is. [Cownts et out to him.] One, 
three, eight, ten—ten dollars, and I don’t hbe- 
grudge it, either. You're sure you gave it to him 
we : 


Pat. {business with money.] Faith, I gave th’ 
bla’guard th’ worth o’ th’ money. - 
Major. [gleefully.]’ Very good, Patrick. [Going 
toward No. 1.) If that vagabond should return— 
| Pat. Oh, niver fear—Ill dust his jacket for him. 
Major. Remember—I shall return shortly. 
. [Exit L., in No. 1. 
Pat. [seats himself at table and begins counting 
money.) Well, this thing can’t kape on foriver. 
Oh, luk at th’ money! Whavtl I do wid all this 
money? Shure, but Pll go back t’ ould Ireland, 
an’ [ll buy a horse an’ jaunting-car, an’ it’s meself 
11 be a gintleman out an’ out. Faix, I'll marry 
all th’ purty garrels in County Tipperary, an’ 
build a shtone monument t’ th’ memory o’ ivery 
widdy and orphan. [Rises and conceals money 
quickly.| Murther, here comes.me masther from 
No. 2. He thinks he’s kilt entirely, an’ I’)! be after 
lettin’ him think so. [Exit R. 


Enter CHARLES, €. D. from L., hastily. 


_ Charles. Now, sir! [Looks about and misses 
PUFFJACKET.] Gone! I might have known it. 
Why didn’t I shoot him on the spot? Where the 
oe that infernal servant of mine? Pat, I say! 
at! 
Enter Pat. 


Pat. Here I am, sur. | 

Charles. Why don’t you come when I call you? 
Aileea a that old fool who gave you the pocket- 

Oo 

Pat. Yis, sur. ’Pon me sowl, he is an ould fool ! 

Charles. Where is he? 

Pat. Gone t’ dinner, sur. Gone t’ dinner, and 
won't be back for a wake. 

Major. [within No. 1, calling.]. Pat! Pat! 

Pat. (business.] Comin’, sur; comin’! | 

Charles. Where are you going? Do you hear 
me? Who's that calling you ? 

Major. (without.| Pat! I say, Pat, you rascal! 

Pat. agar ties about.| Oh, Pil be kilt immagitly. 

Charles. [business.] Stay here, I say! Who's 
that calling? 

Pat. Tl go an’ see, sur! 

Charles. No! stay here. Do you understand me? 

Pat. [aside.] How th’ divil ll I get out o’ this ? 

Charles. Pat, go bring my— 

Pat. [running quickly towards No.2.) Yis, sur! 
[Exit R. 
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Charles. Here, you infernal fool—you don’t 


know what you are going after ! 


Enter Mason, from No. 1, in a rage. 


Major. Pat, you villain! (Sees CHARLES, who 
stands with back towards him, and not recogniz- 
ing him.] I beg your pardon, sir; I was under the 
impression that I heard my servant, and— | 

Charles. [recognizing him.] So, sir, you've 
come, have you? Well, ’mready. If you area 
gentleman, you will not refuse me the satisfac- 
tion Idemand! If you are a coward, you shall 
receive the punishment your black-hearted pro- 
ceedings deserve. — 

Major. [greatly astonished at recognizing 
CHARLES.] But—but—your legs are not broken ! 
You are not— 

Charles. So, sir—you think to escape me by jest- 
ing? But you shall not! [Catches hold of him.] 
You shall! not ! [Business ad lib.; MAJOR screams; 
CHARLES beats him around room. 


LAURA and NANCY rush on from No. 1; Pat 
enters cautiously from No. 2, and hides under 
table. 


Laura. Uncle! uncle! What in the world 
does this all mean ? | 

Charles. {recognizing LAURA.] What, Laura 
here! [Runs and embraces her. MAJOR separates 
them.] Can this be your uncle ? 

Laura. [still clinging to CHARLES.) Where did 
you come from? I thought you dead. 

Major. Laura, goin your room—this gentleman 
and myself have some private business to sottle. 
Dam’me, I'll shoot him anyhow, now! 

Pat. Nein table.] I wish they’d blow out aich 
other’s brains. 

Charles. {aside.| I see it all—this is her uncle. 
A pretty ass I’ve made of myself. 

Pat. [under table.] Begorrah, ye’s may well 
say that! | 

Charles. I trust, sir, you will accept my humble 
apologies. Believe me, sir, I am ready and will- 
ing to make any atonement you may demand! 

Nancy. It’s that Pat! Im sure it’s Pat! He's 
at the bottom of this. 

Laura. Dear uncle, if Charles has been guilty 
of any misbehavior, you may depend upon it he has 
been in some manner mislead. | 

Major. [angrily.| Do you pretend to tell me, 
miss, that I gave him cause? No! He calledme 
an old fool, and now Ill fight him anyhow. 

, [ Business. 

Charles. Really, sir—can I offer no apology ? 

Major. None, sir, none! Come, Laura, get in 
here ! [Attempts to lead her in No. 1. 

Pat. [under table.) All right! They’ll have 
it out yet. - 

Laura. Uncle, I am totally unconscious of th 


cause of these strange proceedings, but I solemnly 


tell you, once for all, that I will never marry that 

detestable Fitznoodle! I love but one man in this 

wide world, and he stands before you..[Kneels.] 

Dear uncle, for my sake you will forgive him, 

won't you ? RS + 
Major. But he called me an old fool !. 


COSTUMES.—MODERN. | 
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Charles. Believe me, sir, had my servant not 
misinformed me— : . 

Laura. But you will pardon him, dear uncle! 

Pat. [under table.] Oh, murther, murther! 

Major. You apologize, then, for what you said? 

Charlies. Ido, I do. Had I known to whom I |$ }! 
was addressing those words of insult, sir, believe |} “ 
me— | 

Major. And you love my niece? . 

Charles. I do, sir. I love her more than life. 

Major. [aside.] What am I saying? E sball re- 
turn to the city at once! [Aloud.]. Where's that 
rascal Pat? Pat! Pat! Pat! [CHARLES and 
LAURA retire up, and converse. 

Pat. [aside, creeping from tadle.] How th’ divil 
11 I get out o’ this, I dunno? 

Major. Pat! Pat! Where is that Pat? 


Very nervously. 

Pat. (aside, trying to get off.) Begorrah, Fil be 
afther getting out o’ this shcrape. 

Major. (seeing Pat, and catching him by the 
ear, brings him down.] Where are you going! 
Did you hear me call ? ae 

Charles. [seeing Pat, and coming down.] Pat, 
you vagabond, where have you been? Did you 
hear me call you ?. 

Major. Excuse me, sir, this is my servant! 

Charles. I beg your pardon, that. man is in my 
employ. I brought him here from the city as my 
servant, and— ; 

Major. Your servant! [PatT, c., and between 
CHARLES and Mason, who look from one to the 
other in the greatest state of surprise. 

Pat. [striking a position.) Most potent, grave 
an’ riverent sayniers—me very noble an’ approved 
good masters; that ’'ve— : 

Major.. [with anger. Silence! 

Pat. Tm black in the face wid shame. 

Charles. Excuse me, sir, but how came this 
fellow in your service ? 

Pat. I begs your pardon, sur. 
delusion altogether. 
very much alike, sur. : 

Laura. Oh, uncle, let the poor fellow go. 

Major. Is this the man you have sworn to love 

Laura. (kneeling.| Yes, dear uncle. 

. Major. [hands her over to CHARLES.] Take 
her, take her—I always swore she’d be the death 
of me, and it may as well be soon as late. Pat, 
come here. [PAT approaches.] Pat, youre a— 

Pat. No, sur—I'm not! | 

Major. Y'll trouble you for that money, fellow! 

Pat. Ye’d better let me kape it, sur, kase 
Master Charles ‘ll be afther marryin’ his. swate- 
heart, here, an’ as I’m t’ add another head t’ me 
body, an’ become th’ father ov a family, (leading 
NANCY down] why, ye see, meself and me butter- 
cup, here, 711 be livin’ wid ye’s, an’ thin, .d’ye mind, 
I'll be able t’ sarve both o’ me masthers. , 

Major. Well, well, you shall remain... 

Pat. Thank ye, yer honor. ° An’ now tha 
iverything’s settled wid me two masthers here, 
I'd beg t’ throw meself upon th’ kindness o’ me 
patrons t’ th’ fore, an’ airnestly hope they’ll not 
forget ‘‘ THAT RASCAL. Part.” 7 


_: THE END. 
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And yonder are our neighbors gathering olives— 
Vil help them. — [Going. 


: Act. No! thou shalt remain with me; 
7 And listen, wild one: thou hast long enough 
| _9| Wasted the hours in trifling children’s play— 


"Tis time to end it; so now sit thee down, 


THE BARBARIAN. | And, if thou canst, be serious for once. 
Par. Toes ee i spent owe 
o seats herself listlessly at the wheel. 
a Flay, in Five Arts. Act, Bothink thee, child, 
Translated from the German, and. adapted to the English stage, This Polydor is rich—a man in years 
BY MARIA LOVELL Tis true, but rich—a widower, indeed, 
: a ve teageieg Ona ga and He a 
e asks thy hand. Dost listen 
Da Oe ee pee wpe eal [eortiog.) Yes—oh, yes ! 
Ingomar. st ooseibaeeaseameeets Mr. Anderson. Mr. ‘Bday. | Act. , 80 thou always say’st; yet I may 
Alastor sees . C. Clarke. - Hamilton speak— 
Ambivar | Alemanni}..1.! * Mellon, “ Tefingwol| Talk by the hour, while all thy busy thoughts 
Novio wees | Beckett. “Moore. Wander thro’ fields and woods, as thou thyself, 
Ths Timarchof Massiliac 222." Meum, = Siew" | Chasing the butterflies; but now ’tis time, 
Polydor ( ss) eeoaee « J.W. Ray. “ Griffiths. | Though with spring blood, to think of coming au- 
Me | oumey| es Ses Sam | tum : 
degnties | Matin fin 8 donee “ Browne. | Lis time to think of marriage; yet already 
igen” Leones “ G. Watson, poukison. Thou hast he nent = ‘i 
ene “ : Par. [coming forward.| Oh, he was old, | 
CPald, 00 cesccececes ceeawee’ Lowe. 
ACHOD...2 ceoeccerers Geis -eo+eMrs. Weston, _ Mrs. Jordan. Gray-headed, gouty, coarse— a 
Troan SMe Barrett.” Yeomane’ | Act Evander, then? 
Nsherman’s Wife........c0+ “ Needham.| Par. Evander! Yes, he had a fox’s cunning, 
Citizens, Alemanni, Guards, Fishermen. _ With an hyena’s heart and monkey’s form. 
| Act. Mad, foolish girl! go, trample down thy 


p IRAP APR mere LG ED ATL], fortune, 
Door. Retartvm Poerrions.-B, means Right; L. Left; 0. dentre; £. 0, Right | Until repentance comes too late! Thou think’st 
nee iL. 0. Left Centre, 4c Thereader is supposed to be on the etage, | Thyself unequaled, doubtless; lovely, rich. 
——— Par. Young am I, mother; joyous, happy, too. 
AOT I (Embracing her. 
: : ; And you, you love me! what can I wish more ? 
ScENE.—Massilia; the Market-place, in front of Yes, you do love me! 


an archway which crosses the back of the stage.| Act. Love thee—ah, and well 

In the foreground, on the right, MYRON’s and| Dost thou deserve ourlove! 

another house; a spinning-wheel and basket in| Why do I fold thee thus within my arms ? 
front of Myron’s house. Opposite to tt, the| We love thee, but thou lovest us not. 
house of POLYDOR. | Par. Not love thee, mother? | 


Enter AcTEA, from the house, R. Act. No! or as our will 
Act. The sun is nearly set—the city gates So ida thine own be—thou wouldst let us 
Will quickly close, yet Myron comes not home. [yyy c hand 
Parthenia, too, wild girl! freed from her task, ef La-tavegaes ve bi 
| 3} Flies like a bird unfettered from her cage. ar. No, dear mother, no—not bim. | 
Parthenia ! daughter ! child ! Act. ibang eee hope for, then? Perhaps 
Enter PARTHENIA, R. U. E. The man in the moon would be thy fitting spouse. 
Par. Well, mother dear ! What waitest thou for, I say ? 
Act. Ah, truant! see, here lies thy work undone,} Par. I'll tell thee, mother: I was but a child, 
And evening near. And yet I marked it well; you sang to me 
$| Par. Ive spun enough to-day; Of Hero and Leander, and their love; | 
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" [Act I, Scene 2. 


And when I asked thee, wond’ring, what love was, | And totters, panting, up the mountain-sides. 


Then, with uplifted hands and laughing eyes, 
Thou told’st me how, into the lonely heart, 


Yes, yes—Ill show my mother she is wrong; 
It shall not be. But yet, what would I do? PA 


Love sudden comes unsought, then grows and| Unite myself to age, to avarice ? t 


grows 

Feeble at first, like dawn before the sun, 

Till, bursting every bond, it breaks at last 

Upon the startled soul with hope and joy, 

While every bounding pulse cries “ that is he 

Who carries in his breast my heart, my soul: 

With him, oh, may I live, and with him die !” 

So when old Medon and Evander came 

To woo, [laid my hand upon my heart, 

And listened, listened—but no! all was still, 

All silent—no response, no voice; and so 

I’m waiting, mother, till my heart shall speak ! 
Act. [aside.] Good gods ! ’tis thus we let our old 

tongues prattle, 
While young ears listen. [Alowd.] So, thou foolish 
chi 

Tis that thou waitest for—thy heart must speak! 

I prattled nonsense—a child’s tale, a dream ! 

I tell thee, there’s no second will come to thee 

Like Polydor, so rich, so honorable. 

Par. Honorable! 
Beats down my needy father in his wares, 
Higgles and bargains. 

Act. That thou understandest not. 
He is a careful and a saving merchant. 
Think, think, my child—say yes—for my sake, do; 
Say yes, my child. 

Par. Hold, mother! I will wander never more 

Through woods and fields; like other girls, will 
spin 

Will work, will read thy wishes in thine eyes; 

But him, that Polydor, I cannot, will not— 

No, never—never ! 

Act. Never ? 

Par. Thou art angry ? 

Act. Away! have I not cause enough for anger ? 
Thy parents now grow old, and long for rest; 
Thy father, a poor armorer, in the fields 
Labors and toils all day ; 

Then must he hammer at the forge by night ; 

And when the tillage rests, that cannot he, 

But sets out, heavily laden, as now, with arms, 

To offer them for sale in neighboring villages. . 
Pur. Poor father ! 
Act. Poor, poor, indeed! Then I remain at 

home, ; 

'Tis true—yet go I forth in thought, and carry 

With him the burdenof the goods: with him I pant 

Up the rough nountain’s slippery path, and feel 

The pelting storms which soak his weary limbs, 

And think that even now, in the dark valley, 

The wild Allobrogi or fierce Allemanni 

Attack him, rob him—murder him, perhaps! 

Par. Oh, mother, mother! 

Act. So must I weep, and weep. But thou— 
Thou whom he loves, for whom he e’en would die— 
For whom he risks his blood, his limbs, his lifo— 
Thou, thou might’st spare him from all weariness, 
Might’st dry my tears, make happy our old age, 
Be so thyself. But no! thou canst, yet will not. 
Go, go, thou selfish and ungrateful child! 

[Eat into house, R. 
Par. (after a pause.| Ungrateful! no, ye gods, 
that am I not. 
Ungrateful to my father! No! and yet 
For me does the rough storm beat on his head ; 
For me he staggers ’neath his heavy loads, 
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And I his wife. 


That is to die! to die—’twere better far! 

But yet it must be so. Farewell, sweet dreams! 
[ Pauses. 

And once the future lay so bright before me: 

There shone the scarce-formed hope, the mystic 


joy— 
[Suddenty.] Let all be fancy—love be but a 
dream ; 

All is a fable that adorns our life, 

And but the passing day alone is real ! 

Well, be it so. Parthenia wakes to duty ! 

And now, sweet visions of my youth, farewell ! 

My father now shall labor hard no more— 

Shall rest. Ah! who comes here? ’tis Polydor! 

Tl fly! Yet no—I will remain: if my happiness 

Must be put up for sale, then let the price 

Be well secured for which I barter it. 

What looks he? pride, ill-temper, avarice—. 

It makes my heart grow cold. 

[She approaches her spinning-wheel, at which 
she sits to work. 


Enter POLYDOR, L. 
Pol. [soliloguizing.| This will not do, the slave 
impoverishes me; 
There is no doing without a wife—it must be. 
Par. [aside.] Does he not look as though he had 
the weight | 
Of the world upon his thoughts? and yet, I wager, 
He only thinks on pigs and geese. 

Pol. Nothing replaces Kallinike to me: 
She was a true heart—she could work, could save! 
But then the armorer’s daughter—could she ? 
Ah, she is there herself! she’s young, she’s pretty, 
So—yes—no—well, so be it. 

Approaching and addressing PARTHENIA. 

Good day, fair maid, good day! 
Par. Say, rather, evening, when the sun is 
sinking. . 

Pol. Can it be evening while 

shine ? 

Par. Away, sir, with fine words—we will speak 

plainly. 
They tell me you propose to marry me. oa 

Pol. Ah! that is plain—that’s coming to the 

point. 
Tie Alas! her fond impatience cannot wait. 
{ Aloud.] Yes, yes, such is my thought. 

Par. My mother told me so. And yet, I wonder 
Thy choice should fall on me; how soon, it seems, 
You have forgotten Kallinike ! 

Pol. Forgotten?: No, indeed; a man like me 
Forgets not gold, nor goods,nor the worth of goods, 
And that was she to me; yet weighty reasons 
Press on me a new choice. My children— 

Par. Aye, poor orphans! | aan 

Pol. Poor they are not; they are troublesome, 
Gluttonous pigs, wild, rude, unruly boys. 

Shall I, at great expense, hire a schoolmaster 

From Samos or Miletus? Gentleness 

Best rules rough strength, and thou indeed art 
gentle. 

Par. Gentle! oh, yes, as gentle as a lamb— 
Led to the sacrifice. . 

Pol. Besides, I am often far from home—my 

business 
Now calls me to the market, now to the harbor ; 


thy bright eyes 
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Act I, Scene 1.)' INGOMAR. 


And shalla slave meanwhile keep house for me, | Be bitter to thee, and to others, too. 
And farm, and warehouse? guard my well-filled| ll have revenge! What shallI do? Tl take 


coffers ? No more swords of him, I'll buy up the rights 
That only can a wife, only a true wife. Of all his creditors, summon him to justice ; 


And who would tend me then ? make ready for me| Aye, from the city—him and his saucy child. 
The warm room, and prepare my drink and physic? | That willI! Yes; Pll force out his last drachma. 
Ah, only a fond wife Oh, I will not rest until I’ve had revenge ! 


And then, too, I grow old, am often sick ; I will. Il drive him from his house and home, 


Par. Oh, my poor heart! [He walks up and down, violently agitated. 
Pol. cieay shalt be that wife, and thou shalt Enter LYKon, L. 
Strong, young again; thy Jove, my pretty rose- ae Lin on pec eement on, he said. Aye, here’s 


Par. Away—and listen now to me: Near here must be the house. I'll take my chance. 


e } 
ee reais my Sekai ci eee ey day, Elie! come forth open 1 ring bed silos 
Dyon his secul dee oanice horn Feral on Shut as you will your ears, misfortune knocks 
His wares for sale; that he is now in years So loud that you must hear it in the end. 
And ‘ th hen I thi Pol. [apart.] Ah! what does the man want ? 
Me oe eens Deny ae. amen | TAeano [opening the door.| Who calls so loud? 

Say, wilt thou think of my poor father ? I. Ci p : 9g 4 dh 

Pol. Aye, certainly I will—how could I other-| 24%. Come out and you will hear. 
7 we a eta aban ats Enter THEANO, from the doorway, R. 

es, yes _ ink of thy father. 

Par. And do; what wilt thou do for him? Lut ae eae Speak ! 

Pol. Oh, he shall be advanced, for he will be The. Thearmorer’s—I? no my husband’s dead! 
My father-in-law, the father-in-law of Polydor, Lyk. Then, thank the go ) etter death than 
Of the rich Polydor; and from the gods my lin- aaron ds— 


an Ser lela The. Ah! who? what? Myron, dost thou say ? 

Think what an honor; from the gods, my child. : : meets y. 

| Par. But honor gives not food. What wilt thou Lyk. Is taken prisoner, seized by the Alemanni. 
gl Pol. [aside.] Taken prisoner! seized! Ah! 


| do 's cood indeed 
| _ Pol. Well, in the first place, buy, as hitherto, The. greens pileoneet ii 


i His wares at a good price. eae 
Par. At a good price! That is, good for thyself. ae Poecaet Mor ee te these eyes. 


Well, and what more? é 
Pol. What more! Why, then again, then| Enter NEOCLES, ELPHENOR, AMYNTAS and CITI- 


ne will I— Peete eee ee eee ZENS, through archway. 
| Observe me now, and bear in mind, girl—know ‘s friends. 
| I will take thee without dowry—yes, entirely aa are 7 pv a is this? 
| Without a dowry ; true as thou'rt alive The. Elphenor, Adrastus, here! This man 
Till take thee—aye, without a drachma f brings news; 
Par. But what do for my father? _ |Myron is prisoner—seized by the Alemanni. 
| pe ob 1s not that enough Neo. How! speakest thou true? 
To do? and plenty, too, I think. Elp. How did it happen ? tell me. 

Par. No more? Lyk. It was beside the coast; I was preparing 

Pol. No more! almost too much. | Within the woods a yard to fit my boat, 

Par. By all the gods, yes, it is quite too much ;) When came a man along heavily laden: 

And so, good evening. [Gotmg. |T stood concealed by a thick bush, and saw him 

Pol. No, stay—thou shalt not go without an| Tay himself down to rest upon the moss, 

arson ., | When suddenly from out the thicket rings, 
P ahah answer thou shalt have, and mark it/ Tike a wolf’s howl, the shout of the Alemanni. 
Procure your children, sir, a schoolmaster Enter ACTEA, coming down the steps from her 
At any price, and whence you please; a slave house, without observing those present. — 
| To guard your house, attend to bolts and bars; Act. There! she has carelessly left the spinning- 
| Shouldst thou fall sick, there, at the corner yonder, " wheel. — ore 
| Go bid the huckster sell thee wholesome herbs; | [Sees NerigHBORS.] Ah! what is this! 

Mix for thyself thy medicine and thy drink. Lyk. With that they rushed upon him, 


But know for me there grows no bitterer herb Seized his goods, and, with rough acts and words, 
On earth than sight of thee! Now, mark it well—| Demanded who he was; and when he said 
This is my answer, thou poor, heartless miser. He was an armorer of Massilia, 
So fare thee well, descendant of the gods! . They shouted with delight he must with them; 
[Exit nto house. ‘| And with loud cries they drove him, bound, along. 
Pol. [standing looking after her for a time.]| Act. An armorer! bound! and driven along! 


| t’s.-that? did I hear right? she turns Ah, tell me, 
3 me out ! Who was the armorer? Speak! who was the man? 
_ Me, the rich Polydor! The armorer’s child Lyk. [after a pause, to the others, with his eyes 


: Scorns me, the rich descendant of the gods, cast down.| Say, is that Myron’s wife ? 

As though I were her father’s fellow-workman ; Act. Myron’s! ye gods. 

ins me! mocks me! There’s no bitterer herb} Then Myron was it? Speak! why stand ye dumb? 
On earth than sight of me! Yes, and it shall | No, no, it was not Myron! tell me—quick! 
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‘ [To NEOCLES. 


4 | INGOMAR. 


Lyk. [after a pause.] He is taken by the Al- 
emanni. . 


Act. [shrieks.}] Woe is me! 
Neo. She swoons ! 
Elp. She falls to the ground! 
The. (supporting her.\ Help! help! carry her in; 
I will console her. [They carry her into the house. 
Amy. Are these barbarians from the mountains? 
Lyk. Yes; 
The Alemanni, who some three weeks since, 
As well you know, regardless of the treaty, 
Broke from their native fastness in the mountains, 
Destroyed the land, seized upon travelers, 
And drove the cattle from the fields ; and these 
Are they who now have taken wretched Myron. 
Par. [rushing from the house.| Where is the 
man who brings this fearful news ? 
Art thou he? speak! my father—is it true ? 
Sawest it thyself? | 
Lyk. Scarcely ten paces from me 
Were the old man and the exulting robbers. 
Par. And thou escapedst, while he— 
Lyk. Within the thicket 
I stood alone, and ventured not to stir 
Until the band moved off; and then I fled; 
But the old man, perceiving me, called after: 
‘‘ Hear me! I am Myron of Massilia, 
The armorer ; for the sake of all the gods 
Go, tell them there, that they may ransom me.” 
Then one of the wild men called, “If they will 
They must pay thirty ounces of bright silver— 
That is his price.” Amidst their shouts I fled, 
And they with haste bore him towards the 
Cevennes. 
Par. And he a prisoner! No—back, foolish 
tears ! 
Clear be mine eyes, and thou, my soul, be steel! © 
They carried him, thou sayst, to the Cevennes ? 
And they demand a ransom! House and fields 
Are mortgaged—what is to be done? Yet friends 
Remain. [Addressing them severally.| Adrastus, 
you will help us? You, 
Amyntas—you grew up with him ; think how 
You shared with him the games of childhood, 
The cares of age; you'll rescue him—you can. 
Oh, speak, kind friends; say yes—lend us the 
ransom. 
Amy. 1? thirty ounces? would I had so much 
for my own children. 
Neo. The sea carries all my wealth, 
And who may count on wind and waves ? 
Pol. Ah, ha! 
Par. {to ApRAstTus.] Take pity, that the 
gods may pity you. | 
That thy ship may return in 
safety back, 
The yoke of bondage and the weight of poverty 
Never oppress thy children—rescue him. 
Oh, let my mother’s grief, my tears,. prevail ! 
Neo. I cannot help you. 
Par. Amyntas—you ! 
Amy. I cannot. 
Par. Oh, friendship, what a fable! my poor 
father |! 
Herald. pee) Room, citizens, for the Ti- 
march ! 
Par. Ab! the Timarch ? 

He is saved! Maassilia will protect her children ! 
Enter HERALD, with a white wand, preceding the 
TIMARCH, L. 

Her. Room, I say, for the Timarch! 


[Act I, Scene 1. 


Par. [sinking at the feet of the Timancu.] 
Rescue! help ! 
Tim. Speak, maiden: wherefore dost thou ask 
our help ? 
Par. Gea him! Myron, the armorer—ny fa- 
ther— 
In the mountains—the Alemanni drag him hither; 
Oh, rescue him from slavery ! | 
Tim. A citizen . 
In danger !- what wouldst thou have us do? 
Par. Let the trumpets sound, the citizens seize 
their swords ; 
And let Massilia’s power demand her son! _ 
Rescue their captive prey from the wild robbers, 
And give him, free again, to his free home. 
Tim. That cannot be; for by an ancient law, 
Made in the time Massilia, then scarce founded, 
Was struggling for its unsecured existence, 
In battle with the inhabitants of the coast, 
It was decreed the care of individuals 
Should never compromise the entire state, 
But that each man must look to his own safety. 
Massilia but protects her citizens 
So far as reach the shadow of her walls: 
And that has Myron overstepped ; nor can we, 
To favor him— | 
Par. To favor! [Springing up.] No—not fa- 
vor— 
Tis right! Is not Massilia firmly now 
Established? reaches not her powerful arm 
Far, far beyond the shadow of her walls? 
Her pers son is wronged, and the state with 


He is imprisoned. ‘Timarch, set him free! 

Tim. I cannot; were a single stone displaced: 
In the fabric of justice, the whole house would fall | 
At once. See to it yourself; I cannot help yéu. | 

He prepares to depart. 

Par. [sinking at his feet.) Have pity! 

Tim. With the gods alone dwells pity, 

On earth dwells justice; and for private right 
I cannot do a public wrong. Make way! 

Her. Room, room, I say, for the Timarch! [£z- 

eunt TIMARCH, preceded by HERALD, ete. 

Par. {calling after them.| Pity! mercy! 

Alas! no ear listens to my complaint ; 
All leave me, all forsake me! Oh, ye gods! [She 
conceals her face in both hands, kneeling. 

Pol. [aside, rubbing his hands.] * 1 cannot help 

ou ”? : 


Oh! I'could hug you, you gold worshipers, 

For what you said. ‘‘I cannot help you—no.” 

Right! all are gone—all! And now comes my 
tu 


Tn— 
She shall remember it. Ah, ha! 
Par. [raising her head and looking around.) I 
must find help; I will to Polydor, 
Will sacrifice myself to save my father. ; 
Pol. bihar Polydor is not. far off. What wouldst 
thou 
Par. Here in the dust behold me at thy feet. 
Pol. Ah! see now, in the dust and at my feet. 


‘Art ill, that thou dost seek so rank a weed f 


Par. Forget, forgive—restore my father to me, 
Vil be thy wife, will bind myself thy slave. 

Pol. Indeed 

Par. Will faithfully take care of house, of home, 
And goods for thee; will comfort thine old age, 
And watch over thy children. 

Pol. See, now, see! . 
And wilt thou do all this? All—really all? 


J FEEFEOLEOHFFH EEE EFFF ESET ESS SI4ELESEFFFEEEELILEDESELEEEES ELLE E LEIA ELL LIL LEDT EE EOE ED 


7 : 


Act II, Scene 1.] INGO 


MAR. 5 


Par. All Ta and more—pay but this ransom; Myr. It seems like a dream. Oh, wretched 


or him, 

Restore my father. 
Pol. Ah! and thirty ounces, 
I think, you ask? No, no; that is too much: 
Iam a man who follows good advice, 
So will I yours—hire tutors for my children, 
Protect my house with bolts and bars, and then, 
If I am ill, will buy me medicine, 
There, at the corner, from the huckster—so 
I think you said. The advice was good, and now 
I'll give you mine: rescue thy father 
| Thyself; go, seek him yonder in the mountains ; 

Plead with thy flippant eloquence to move 
The barbarians-there, and try if any one 
Of them will value it at thirty ounces, 
And pay thy father’s ransom. Ha! ha! ha! 
Thou re spurned Polydor, see if they’ll outbid 

im. 
And so, good-by, my thorny rose—good-by ! 

ha! Exit L. 


in 
| Parthenia, up! thy labor now begins. 


| Enter THEANO, from house. 
My mother? Speak! 
| The. She has wept herself to sleep. 
| Par. The gods be thanked! Theano, I be- 
7 queath 
| My mother to thy care; I go to the mountains. 
| The. Now? It grows dark. 
| Par. All here is clear and bright. Farewell ! 
The. What meanest thou? not alone? 
Par. The gods 
Are with me; so farewell! 
The. Parthenia, hear me! . 
Par. Away, away! [Rushes off as curtain falls. 


AOT II. 


ScENE.—In the Cevennes. A wood, densely arched 
with trees; where the bushes are less thick 
there is seen a mass of wild rock. In the back- 
ground, L., a half-extinguished fire, several AL- 
EMANNI, clothed in skins, sleeping in a circle 


Myron ! 
Miserable that you are! I—I the slave 
Of these barbarians! I, but yesterday 
Massilia’s citizen, a happy husband, 
Fond father, and free man; and now, to-day— 
Nov. Drink, slave, drink! 
Amb. [throwing.| ’Tis done; the colt is mine. 
Trin. Ten! 
Nov. Thunder and lightning ! 


Myr. [aside.} Alas! not all my goods would be 


enough 
To ransom me from slavery! And I am old. 
If I were young, I would take courage then, 
And try to escape. Oh! is there no hope for me ? 

Nov. (to Myron, shaking his fist.| Slave, didst 

bear? mead, mead! I'll tear thy deaf ears 
From thy skull; mead, slave, mead ! 

Myr. [hastily seizing a pitcher.} Here is mead! 

Amb. Now, again. What is it, Trinobantes ? 

Trin. My armlets, here. 

Amb. My belt against it; do you say done? 

Trin. Done! 

Myr. [returns with pitcher.] Will they not pay 
My ransom? Oh, ye gods, mock not my trust, 
But bring me home again, 
And Jet me die in my dear daughter’s arms! 

Ing. {speaking in his sleep.] After them! quick, 

quick! Slay them! [ Wakes up. 

So—why, I have been dreaming ! I was wounded ! 
The battle was decided—the day was ours! 
Then how they fled! what booty we obtained! 
How many prisoners! And yet it was a dream ! 
Well, I'll to sleep again. 

Trin. Lost! now I’ve had enough for to-day. 

Amb. Once more! : | 

Samo. Tis dinner-time. 

Amb. Well, come on—’twas mine. 

Nov. [likewise rising.| No, mine, I say! 

Amb. Thou liest! 

Nov. [seizing him by the throat.) Dog, dost 
thou play false ? 

Amb. [swinging his axe over his head.| Dog! 
dogs bite! [He is about to strike Novio 
down, but the blow is arrested by the latter, 
and they struggle for the axe. 

Ing. [springing up.| What now ? 

Nov. [struggling.| Murderous villain ! 

Ing. [separating them.| Leave hold! 

Nov. o dares? ) 

Ing. I! Dare you dispute me, your leader ? 


round it ;. near it, shields, helmets, spears, cups | Peace, I command you! 


| 
| and pitchers scattered about ; im the background 
| some tents of skin. 


| dice. INGOMAR asleep under a tree, against 
| the trunk of which lean his sword and shield. 
| Amb. One throw more, the stake is mine.. 
Trin. Down—that’s what I call luck. 
Nov. Now it is my turn. 
| Amb. What is it worth? 


Nov. Away! 
Amb. [flourishing his axe.| His blood or thine! 


I .. de AMB Ing. (seizing it.] Back, back, I say! 
yA LAG dlc aoa coer rarenige hare : But one step more, I'll send you to the shades. 


Driving them away.] Now, go at once; 
limb, Novio, yonder rock; look for Alastor. 
Take thine axe, and hew us wood—begone ! 
Amb. [muttering.] Good—the time will come ! 
Ing. You, Ambivar, prepare our supper. Samo, 
Bring in the cattle. Away, all of you. 
They go off at different sides. 


Nov. I have at home a black colt, two years old, ' Defiance to me—their chief—son of their chief? 


| Fleet as the winds; will that do? 
Amb. Done! I stake two fat rams against him. 
Enter ALEMANNI, L., driving on MYRON, with a 
load of wood on his shoulder. 
Alem. Now, slave, throw down thy wood, and 
hew it for our evening fire; here’s the axe 
—be quick. [Lit L. 
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Lightnings of heaven! [To Myron.] Ah, slave, 
come here; bring drink. [MYRoN hands 
him a goblet, from which he drinks. 

How it refreshes me! [Throws himself on a@ rock. 


i Now, slave, kill time for me. 


Myr. I? 
Ing. What is your name ? 
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‘Old baby ! 


6 INGOMAR. 


Myr. Mine? Myron, sir! 
Ing. {mocking him.] ‘Mine? Myron, sir!” 
Ha, ha! so chirps the linnet’s brood in the nest! 


[Act HT, Scene 1. 


Alas. None—I come with empty hands. 
Ing. oe thou speak true? ‘The citizens of 
venn : 


\ a 
And then he looks as sour as though he had/jSend every year their fat herds to the pasture 


swallowed 
A sloe-bush! Speak! who art thou? 
Myr. Alas, alas! [ Weeps. 
Ing. By all the gods, what dost thou whine for 
h 


thus 
Thou silly fool? What ails thee? Thou hast here 
Both food and drink in plenty, and at night 
Thou restest on soft moss. Once at our home, 
We'll make a smithy for thee; there thou shalt 
work 
And hammer as before, and live as merrily— 
Myr. And callest thou the loss of liberty nothing? 
Ing. What liberty? Poor fool! you make me 
laugh! : 
Liberty! and dost thou miss liberty ? 
That thou didst not possess, man, when we took 


thee ; 
Old age already held thee in its yoke; 
Youth only is strong, and strength alone is free. 
Myr. My freedom’s lost ! ¢ 
Ing. Fool! what knowest thou of freedom ? 
With us is freedom. She lives in the open air; 
In woods she dwells; upon the rocks she breathes, 
Now here, now there; not caring for to-day— 
No, nor providing for to-morrow ! 
Freedom is hunting, feeding, fighting, danger— 
That, that is freedom; that it is which makes 
The veins to swell, the breast to heave and glow. 
Aye, that is freedom—that is pleasure—life ! 
But you, in your dark walls, a den, a prison, 
You have life only to be sad. 
Myr. I was born in them, sir— 
’Tis there dwell harmony, Jaw and order ; 
There a true wife, there a dear daughter ; all 
The best things I possess on earth are there. 
Oh, my poor wife! my daughter! _ 
Ing. Old fool! What? tears again, tears about 
women ! 
Why, thou art thyself a woman. What are they? 
Vain, foolish playthings, only born to bear 
And serve; to eat and drink; . 
To squat among the cattle, feed the children ; 
To oil their hair, and look at themselves in brooks. 
Women! were I a god, . 
And had the world to make, I’d make no women! 
And thou crying for women! out of my sight, 
(Laughing. 
Myr. Sir, thou art angry; yet wert thou, 
Like me, a wretched slave— 
Ing. I? Iaslave? When Ingomar shall fall, 
Unconquered will he mount among the gods! 
[A horn is heard. 
Hush! silence! yonder is Alastor’s horn: 
? [MYRON retires up stage. 
They’re here! 
| Enter NOVIO, L. - 
[To Novio.] Isit they? Speak! | 
Novio. Yes. Yonder come they through the 
valley : | 
Alastor, hastening before the rest, 
Climbs nimbly up the cliff. Look, he is here! 
Enter ALASTOR, hastily, from back of stage. 
ALEMANNI enter from different parts, and 
gather round him. 


Ing. How now, Alastor, what hast brought? 
what news? what booty? © if 


Upon the mountains. Met you none of these ? 

Alas. No, not a single hoof. 

Ing. Bad news, indeed. 
So thou bringest-— 

Alas. Nothing! [Some laugh, some grumble.] 

Yet stay—one thing Ive brought, | 

A fanciful, pretty thing of a girl. 

Nov. What! a woman? Aha, that’s good! 
What do we want with women ? 

Ing. A girl? : 

Alas. She gave herself up to us. We lay in wait 
In the thicket yonder, watching for the cattle, 
When steps rustled in the distance, voices were 


heard, 
And she came hastily bounding along, 
Heedless of the stony path or burning sun. 
Then rushed we out; the boy who was her guide 
Fled; but she stood there still, and keeping off 
Our outstretched weapons with her naked hand, 
Cried, ‘‘ Hold—I seek ye—are ye Alemanni ?” 

Ing. Ah, a brave girl! 

Nov. And you? 

Alas. We laughed. Thou seekest us, said wo; 
Now thou hast found us, thou art become our booty; 
But she, freeing herself angrily from our grasp, 
Cried, ‘“‘ No, no, not your booty—I1 am come 
To treat for ransom for your slave; and s0 
Give me safe escort to your chief.” 

Myr. : apart, advancing.| A ransom for your 

slave 

Ing. If so, she speaks the truth—she has free 

escort. 

Alas. So at that word we liberated her, 

To guide her on her way to Ingomar. 

She followed us with rapid steps, and if 

We turned, she drew herself up thus, and waved 

Her hand like this. Ha! ha! You would have 
thought 

She was the chief, and we but her attendants. 

Trin. Ah! she has a heart in her body! 

Ing. For what slave’s ransom comes she ? 

Alas. For Myron’s of Massilia. 

Ing. For him! the crying baby—the old-woman! 

Myr. Freed, ransomed, and by her! 

{To ALASTOR.] Oh, tell me—say, has she not 
glossy hair, 
Her eyes bright, and her limbs like the young 
fawn’s, : : 
Her voice sweet as the pt ? So sweet! 
Oh, say, sir, is it not my child 
Alas. See for yourself—she is here! . 


Enter PARTHENIA, L. U. E., surrounded by several 
ALEMANNI. | 


Myr. [rushing to meet her.| Parthenia, my 
child! my dear, dear child ! 
'Tis thou! thine eyes beam on me. 
Let me not go mad! 
Par. [embracing him.| My dear father! 
Ing. {laughing.} There, there—he cries again! 
e gods of thunder, 
The fellow’s like a rain-cloud ! 
Alas. Atruce totearsand whimpering. Woman, 
Thou seekest Ingomar—this is he. 
Ing. They say thowrt come to treat for this 
man’s ransom. 
What is thy offer ? 


Oh, ye gods, 
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Act II, Scene 1.] 


Par. Jewels of more value 
Than all the gold of earth; a faithful wife’s 


-INGOMAR. 7 


Myr. Unhappy girl, what wouldst thou do? 
Par. My father, . 


Prayers to her latest breath—a daughter’s tears— | Thou shalt be free. 


A rescued household’s deathless gratitude— 
The blessing of the gods, whose liberal hands 
Recompense deeds of mercy thousand-fold. 
Look! kneeling at your feet, a fainting child 
Implores a gray-haired father’s liberty. 
He is infirm, old, valueless to you ; 
But, oh, how precious to his widowed home! 
Give him, then, up—oh, give him to me! 
Ing. Give him! ; 
Amb. Is that the ransom ? 
Alas. For nothing! has she deceived us? 
Ing. Silence ! | 
Woman, thy father is booty to our tribe ; 
Were he but mine, I’d give him to thee freely, 
If only to be rid of his tears and sighs. 
But if thou hast deceived us, and dost dare 
Par. [suddenly rising.| Enough— | 
There need no threats. I but misunderstood you, 
Thinking you had human hearts—I'll mend of that, 
And speak now to your interests. 
You ask gold for his ransom—he has none; 
But he has strength and skill that yet may earn it, 
{| With opportunity afforded him. 
Here there is none—he cannot pay a drachma. 
Keep him, and slavery, gnawing his free heart, 
In a few weeks shall leave you but his bones. ° 
Bat set him free, my mother and myself 
Will labor with him ; we will live on crusts, 
And all the surplus of our daily toil 
Be yours, till the full ransom be accomplished. 
Ing. That’s not without some sense ; but where 
is our surety 
The compact should be kept ? 
Par. It shall not fail 
For lack of that—I’ll leave with you a pledge 
Dearer to him than liberty or life. 
Ing. Hast brought it with thee ? 
Par. Aye. 
Ing. Show it. 
Par. Myself. 
Myr. Child, thou art mad! 
Ing. Thyself ? 
Par. If you but knew 
How precious to him is his child, you’d not 
Despise the hostage. 
Myr. No—this shall not be ! 
Ing. We did not ask your counsel ; 
It's a strange fancy, and yet—pshaw! no, no; 
Burthen us with a woman ! 
Par. No—no burthen ; 
Pil be a help to you; these willing hands 
Shall do more work than twenty pining slaves. 
You do not guess my usefulness; I spin, 
Can weave your garments and prepare your meals, 
Am skilled in music, and can tell brave tales, 
And sing sweet songs to lull you to repose. 
Tam strong, too—healthy both in mind and body ; 
}| And when my heart’s at ease, my natural temper 
Is always joyous, happy, gay. Oh, fear not! 
Ing. Troth! there’s some use in that; thy 
father can 
nly cry. 
Par. Say yes—say yes, and set him free ! 
Myr. real gar. Ae No, she is mad ! 
Ing. Silence! Comrades, what think you? 


Myr. Would not our friends—the Timareh— 

Par. All, all were deaf; and so alone I came 
To break thy chains. 

Myr. Oh, that I had never lived 
To hear these words! Better to see thee fall 
In the bear’s den, than here to be with these 
Who nature but made human out of scorn. 

And thou, my child! [Taking her to his bosom. 
No, no! 

Par. Father, it must be so; my mother grieves— 
Oh, dry her tears. I am yet young and strong; 
I could bear easily what would kill thee. 

Father, be free, and let me stay ! 
Myr. Here, where death threatens thee? aye, 
worse than death, 
Violence, insult? Never! sooner this dagger— 
Par. [snatching it from him.] Give it to me, 
and fear not. I will live 
Worthy of thee or die! 
Ing. [parleying with his troop in background. | 
I will it so—the girl shall stay. 

Trin. Let us keep both. 

Ing. No, that would be dishonest ; she has come 
Trusting, and shall not be deceived. 

[Advancing to PARTHENIA. 
Woman, your wish is granted ; we take thee 
As hostage for the other, and he is free. 

Par. Be thanked, ye gods! 

Myr. No, no! I am your slave, 

And will remain—let her return. : 

Ing. bike cares what you desire? Away with 

thee ! 

Myr. My child! 

Par. Go, go my father. 

Trin. Hadar Myron.] Quick—away, away ! 

Par. No, seize him not so roughly—see, he 


[Clinging to her. 


oes— 


4 
Willingly goes. Away—delay no longer ! 


Go, go 
Myr. Villains, I will return for the destruction 
of you all. 
Amb. Strike him dead ! 
Par. Oh, save him! 
Ing. No, send him forth in safety— 

"Tis my command. 

Trin. Away with him! 

Myr. [forced along by ALEMANNI.] Parthenia, 
my child, farewell! 
Exit L., dragged off by the ALEMANNI. 
Par. Farewell ! 

He is gone, and I shall never see him more! [She 
clasps her hands before her face, and stands 
sobbing in the foreground. 

_ Ing. [who has been standing on a rock looking 
at the ib pease be of his followers.|] No vio- 
lence! Ho! how he runs! and now 

He stops and cries again. Poor, fearful fool ! 

It must be strange to fear. Now, by my troth, 


‘1 I should like to feel, for once, what ’tis to fear ! 


But the girl. [Leaning forward. To PARTHENIA. ] 
Ha! doI see right? you weep! 
Is that the happy temper that you boast ? 
Par. Oh, I shall never see him more ! 
Ing. What! have we 
For a silly old man got now a foolish 


Speak! (He retires with TRINOBANTES. | And timid weeping girl? I have-had enough 
YRON and PARTHENIA are left alone in Of tears. | 


the front. 


Par. Enough, indeed, since you but mock them ! 
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I will not—no, I'll weep no more. [She quickly 


dries her eyes and retires to the background. 
Ing. That’s good ; come, that looks well; 
She is a brave girl, she rules herself, and if 
She keep her word we have made a good ex- 
change. 
‘“‘Tll weep no more.” Aha! I like the girl. 
And if— Ho! whither goest thou ? 
[To PARTHENIA, whois going off with two goblets. 
Par. Where should I go? To yonder brook, to 
cleanse the cups. 
Ing. No! stay and talk with me. 
Par. I have duties to perform. 
Ing. Stay—I command you, slave! 
Par. 1am noslave! your hostage, but no slave. 
I go to cleanse the cups. [Hit L. 
Ing. Ho! here’s a self-willed thing—here is a 
spirit ! [Mimicking her. 
“Ty a“ nm I am no slave! I have duties to per- 
orm | 
Take me for hostage !”’ and she flung back her head 
As though she brought with her a ton of gold! 
‘Pll weep no more.” Aha! an impudent thing. 
She pleases me! I love to be opposed ; 
I love my horse when he rears, my dogs when 
they snarl, 
The mountain torrent, and the sea, when it flings 
Its foam up to the stars ; such things as these 
Fill me with life and joy. Tame indolence 
Is living death ! the battle of the strong 
Alone is life! [During this speech PARTHENIA 


[ Going. 


MAR. [Act II, Scene 1. 


My spear, my shield, my sword; let him who will 
Waste cattle, slaves or gold to buy a woman. 
Not I—not I! : 

Par. To buy a woman? How! 

Ing. What is the matter? why dost look so 


strangely ? 
Par. How! did I hear aright? bargain for 
brides 


As you would slaves—buy them like cattle ? 
Ing. Well, I think a woman fit only for a slave. 
We follow our own customs, as you yours. 
How do you in your city, there ? 
Par. Consult our hearts. 
Massilia’s free-born daughters are not sold, 
But bound by choice with bands as light and 
t 


swee 
As these I hold. Love only buys us there. 
Ing. Marry for love. What! do you love your 
husbands ? 
Par. Why marry else? 
Ing. Marry for love; that’s strange! 
I cannot comprehend. I love my horse, 
My dogs, my brave companions—but no woman! 
What dost thou mean by love—what is it, girl ? 
Par. Whatisit? °’Tis of all things the most 
sweet— | 
The heaven of life: or so my mother says, 
I never felt it. 
Ing. Never? 
Par. No, indeed. Fabia d at garlands. 
Now look how beautiful! Here would I weave 


has returned with the cups and a bundle of|Red flowers if I had them. 


field flowers. 
rock in front. 
Ah! she is here again. [He approaches her, 
and leans over on the rock.| What art thou 
making there ? 
Par. I? Garlands. 
Ing. Garlands ? 
[Musing.] It seems to me as I before had seen her 


She seats herself on a piece of 


In adream! How! Ah, my brother! he who died 


A child—yes, that is it. My little Folko. 
She has his dark brown hair, his sparkling eye: 
Even the voice seems known again to me. 
Pll not to sleep—T'll talk to her. [Returns to her. 
These you call garlands 
And wherefore do you weave them ? 
Par. ‘For these cups. 
Ing. How? 
Par. Is it not with you a custom? With us, 
At home, we love to intertwine with flowers 
Our cups and goblets. 
Ing. What use is such a plaything? 
Par. Use? They are beautiful ; that is their use. 
The sight of them makes glad the eye; their scent 
Refreshes, cheers. ‘There. ee the half- 
jinished garland round a cup, and pre- 
sents it to him. 

Ts not that, now, beautiful ? 

Ing. Aye, by the bright sun! That dark green 

mixed up 

With the gay flowers! 
women 

To weave such garlands. 

Par. Thatis soon done: thy wife 
Herself shall soon weave wreaths as well as I. 

Ing. (laughing heartily.| My wife! my wife! a 

woman, 
Dost thou say ? 
I thank the gods, not I. Thisis my wife. 
[Pointing to his accoutrements. 


Thou must teach our 


‘388 


Ing. Yonder there, 
In that thick wood, they grow. 
Par. How sayest thou ? 
[Looking off.] Oh, what a lovely red! Go pluck 
me some. 
Ing. oe at the suggestion.) I go for thee, 
the master serve the slave! 
[Gazing on her with increasing interest. 
And yet why not? I’ll go—the poor child’s tired. 
Par. Dost thou hesitate ? 
Ing. No, thou shalt have the flowers, 
As fresh and dewy as the bush affords. [Goes off, R. 
Par. [holding out the wreath.| I never yet suc- 
ceeded half so well. 
It will be charming! Charming? and for whom ? 
Here among savages! No mother here 
Looks smiling on it—I am alone, forsaken ! 
But no, Pll weep no more! No, none shall say I 
ear.. : 
Re-enter INGOMAR, with a bunch of flowers, and 
slowly advancing towards PARTHENIA. 
Ing. {aside.| The little Folko, when in his play 
he wanted 
Flowers or fruit, would so cry, ‘ Bring them to me; 
Quick! I will have them; these I will have or none,’ 
Till somehow he compelled me to obey him; 
And she, with the same spirit, the same fire— 
Yes, there is much of the bright child in her. 
Well, she shall be a little brother to me! 
There are the flowers. [He hands her the flowers. 
Par. Thanks, thanks. Oh, thou hast broken 


them 
Too short off in the stem! 
She throws some of them on the ground. 
Ing. Shall I go and get thee more ? 
Par. No, these will do. 
Ing. Tell me now about your home—I will sit 
here, 
Near thee. . 
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Act III, Scone 1.] INGOMAR. 9 


Par. Not there: thouartcrushingalltheflowers!| here! If we join them not soon, those at home 
Ing. [seating himself at her feet.] Well, well; | will begin the war against the Allobrogi without 
I will sit here, then. And now tell me, us, and deny us all share of the spoil. Why not 


What is your name ? choose another chief? Ingomar has become a 
‘Par. Parthenia. woman: he leaves the chase and our company, to 

Ing. Parthenia! loll on the grass with this Greek girl, hearing her 
A pretty name! and now, Parthenia, tell me tales and songs. I say, choose another chief—Irll 


How that which you call love grows in the soul; | lead you. : 
And what love is: ’tis strange, but in that word | Alas. No; no chief but Ingomar. Let us but 
There’s something seems like yonder ocean—| get this girl away, and he will be himself again. 
fathomless. Samo. But she is his. 
Par. How shall say? Love comes, my mother; Trin. Not so: she is ours as much; but what 
says, shall we do with her? 
Like flowersin the night. Reach me those violets.| Amb. Sell her for a slave to the merchants from 


It is a flame a single look will kindle, Carthage. Now on the far off sea a ship of theirs 

But not an ocean quench. appears. Let us look out and hail them; then 

Fostered by dreams, excited by each thought, seize the girl, and sell her to them. They will, 

Love is a star from heaven, that points the way | give us arms and armlets for her. 

And leads us to its home—a little spot Alas. Silence—he is here; one trial more! 
: In earth’s dry desert, where the soul may rest— | Away with you. [Exeunt all but ALASTOR, L. 
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A foretaste of elysium; but when, 


| A grain of gold in the dull sand of life— Enter INGOMAR, slowly, R. U. E. 
' Weary of this world’s woes, the immortal gods Ing. Home, home! Aye, to their home, but 
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| Flew to the skies, with all their richest gifts, not to mine, 

, Love stayed behind, self-exiled for man’s sake! |For here appears my home! It seems to me 

| Ing. I never yet heard aught so beautiful ! As here I was born, as here my eyes first saw 

' But still I comprehend it not. The light, my heart first felt, my soul first thought. 

_ Par. Nor I, Here, here. 

' For I have never felt it; yet I know Alas. Now, Ingomar, once more we ask of thee 
A song my mother sang, an ancient song, when wilt thou break the camp up, and return ¢ 


$ inly speaks of love, at least to me. Thou hearest me not. 
‘ Lm pas ie 9  atay =e Ing. Oh, ah! Alastor—yes! thou camest to 
¢ [ Slowly, as trying to recollect. tell me the fish are all exhausted from the brook, 
i Seer eet Cen renOr the bbeecaoe! paki on ne phen, ae there 
z _ ove is, if thou wouldst be tang is scarcely food left sufficient for the cattle. 
: Two souls with but 9 gingle thought, Alas. Itisso. Noris that all: the time ap- 
$ Two hearts that beat as one. proaches when our people at home, to avenge 
$ And whence comes love? like morning's light, the old insult, have resolved upon an inroad on 
} It comes without thy cal on the Allobrogi; and shall we miss it ? 
: And how dies love! a spirit bright, Ing. Miss it! I—Ingomar? Thunder and 
$ : lightning shall sooner fail the storm than I the 
And when—and when— strife! the war! Where are the others ? 
[Hesitating, as unable to continue. Alas. Encamped yonder upon the moss, wait- 
Ing. Go on. ing your orders. 
Par. I know no more. Ing. Give them mead so long as the stock lasts, 
Ing. [impatiently.] Try—try! and jet them drink. 
Par. I cannot now; but at some other time Alas. What, do we not break up ? 
I may remember. os ig Ing. I will consider of it till to-morrow. 
Ing. [somewhat authoritatively.} Now goon,I| Alas. Again to-morrow? 
! 
> 
> 


say. Ing. Yes, to-morrow, I said. Go! 
Par. (springing up in alarm.| Notnow—I want! jas. Changed thou seemest to me in word and 
more roses for my wreath! nature, and scarcely now I know thee. Well, then, 
Yonder they grow; I will fetch them for myself. | to-morrow. Evit tL. 
Take care of all my flowers and the wreath ! Ing. [solus.] Scarce know me! true—I scarcely 
[Throws the flowers into INGOMAR’S lap and know myself. 
runs off. 3 ge: . | What ails me? am Till, then? Yes, that is it. 
Ing. (after a pause, without changing his post-|] am bewildered in a feverish dream, 
tion, speaking to himself in deep abstraction.] | And my thoughts ramble to I know not where. 
“Two souls with but a single thought, [Throws himself on a fragment of rock. 
Two hearts that beat as one.” After a pause. 
[The curtain falls. {I struck a roe once with my arrow, while 
Close by my victim's side, who soaked the turf 


oe Around her with her blood, her young one stood, 
ACT III. ensrant of sis danger ; = I drew — pis 
; | o take up the dead mother on my shoulder 
ScENE.—AS8 before. The fawn sprang to me, and even took its food 
Enter ALASTOR, AMBIVAR, TRINOBANTES, SAMO] Out of my hand, looking up in my face 
and other ALEMANNT, R. and L. With its dark, innocent eyes. ’Tis strange I ever |} 
Trin. Well, Alastor, and what says he? Think of those eyes when I behold that girl’s, 
Alas. Oh, the old reply—still, still to-morrow. | Now sparkling in their pride, now bright in con- 
Amb. Thunder and lightning! thus to linger fidence, ; 
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INGOMAR. 


(Act TI, Scene 1. 


As carelessly she lets her soul appear— : 
Her child-like soul. Springing up. 
What! She—and she again, and always she! 
By all the gods, has Ingomar nothing better 

To think of than a woman and her looks— 


Par. What, love? ae 
Ing. Love, thou didst tell me, did thy mother 
say 
Love was a star to lead us on to heaven. 
Come, then, oh, come! its rays glitter before us, 


Than a slave’s eyes? [Clashing of arms and| And, bright and clear, they light us on our way. 


Shouts heard without.) Hark! how amid 
their revelry 
They raise the battle-cry. The clang of arms, 
And war, and victory forme! Away 
With idle dreams! why, what to me are women ? 
Yet she—ah! she is not like those at home, 


- Par. How his eyes sparkle, his cheeks glow! 
Ye gods! 
Ing. oe gods rest in the bosom of the 


clou 
Let them take with them still whatever the world 
Possessed of good—love, only love, thou saidst, 


Clad in their shaggy skins, sunburned, their bodies | They have forgotten—loving let us be, then, 


Loaded with clumsy ornaments, happy in bondage, 
With base caresses humbly seeking favor 
Of their coarse lords. But she— [Shouts and 

cries again heard.| That ery again ! 
In vain! in vain! no echo answers you 
Among the pulses of my heart. I—oh, I am sick! 
What ails me? Yes, I am ill—sick. 

[Throws himself again on the rock. 


Enter PARTHENIA, with a little basket on her arm. 
She advances without observing INGOMAR. 


Par. My tender father, my poor mother, now 
Think on their child: they fancy me, perhaps, 
Tormented, ill-used, dead. But how much better 
Has it fared with me than I could have dared 
To hope! These men are wild, indeed, and rough, 
But yet not cruel. And for Ingomar, 

He is kind and gentle; yet, at times, how fierce 
He looks! as if he’d kill me. ([ZLooking around.] 
Ah, he is here ! 

Ing. {rising.] Thou! from whence comest thou? 

Par. I have been picking berries 
In yonder wood ; see, here is a basket full. 

Wilt thou— 

Ing. No, no! | 

Par. “No, no!” No, thank you, I think, 
Were quite as easily said as ‘‘ No!” No, thank you, 
Dost hear? Why dost thou gaze upon me thus ? 

Ing. Away ! leave me—I would be alone. [PaR- 

THENIA turns to depart.) No, stay! 
Stay with me, Parthenia. 
Oh, that thou wert a man! 
Par. A man! 
Ing. Oh, then would all be right and happy! 


Aye 
Thou shouldst be my companion in the chase, 
My brother in arms; and I would be to thee 
Like to thy shadow—I would watch over thee 
Whilst thou wert sleeping—would refresh thee 
When thou wert weary. As the sea reflects 
The heavens, or as the brook the bright blue 


owers 
That blow upon its banks, so would my soul 
Mirror each thought of thine! thy smiles were 
mine ; 
Thy griefs, too, mine. Oh, we would share to- 


gether 
All things in life! [Slowly to himself. 
‘** Two souls with but a single thought, 

Two hearts that beat as one.” 

Par. Why, that is the old song my mother 

taught me! 

Ing. That is the song that burns in my brain— 
The lightning that illuminates the clouds! 
Didst thou not tell me once love was a fire 
That a look kindles, and that dreams do foster ? 
Yes, it is true; it maddens here; and high, 
High as the heaven, rises its flame. 
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And happy. [ 
Par. Away! 
Ing. [passionately.] Thus, thus I seize thee— 

Parthenia, thou art mine! 

Par. (starting back in alarm.) Ho! stand off— 

away ! 

Another step, and I lie dead before thee. 

[Drawing her dagger and pointing it to her breast. 
Ing. Hold, hold! Why doI pause? what ter- 

ror strikes me ? 

Am I not Ingomar, and is not she my slave? 

How angrily her eyes gleam on me; 

I never feared, yet her eyes make me fear! 

Par. Oh, most unhappy ! lost! 

Ing. I have frightened thee, 

I was too rash. I know rude is my nature, 

And rough my manners; yet my love— 

Par. Thy love! | 
This is not love! The love whose mystic dream 
Has filled my heart and thought, is not a thing 
Of insult, injury, as you now show to me. 

It is a feeling all unselfish, gentle ; 

One which exalts, ennobles. If a fire, 

It is to warm, to cheer and comfort, not 

To blast and scorch. Away, away | profane not 

The sacred name. This may be violence, 

Passion, but never love ! [ About to go. 
Ing. [imperiously.] Remain, I say ! 

Knowest who I am? the chief among my people! 

The reputation of my deeds resounds 

Throughout these mountains, and I am thy 

master. | 

Girl, who art thou ? 

Par. WhoamI? Iam Parthenia— 

An armorer’s child, indeed, but yet a Greek; 

Massilia’s free-born daughter, nourished 

On a pure mother’s breast, cradled in the arms 

Of beauty and refinement, reared from childhood 

In the holy service of our righteous gods! 

While thou—thou art the rude forest’s outlaw son, 

A savage—a barbarian—desolater 

Of the fair land—a cattle-stealer. Know 

That ve . home flog thieves and hang up rob- 

ers i 

Ing. Darest thou— 

Par. And now thou knowest who I am, 

And who thou art ! 

Ing. Scorn and derision ! scorn 
To me! Now, then, by all the gods, Pll teach thee 
How we treat slaves ! 

Par. You tame them with the whip, . 

With hunger, pain and thirst. But your slaves 

love not, 

They only hate, despise, as I do thee! 

Ing. Be silent, or— 

Par. No! for I scorn, deride thee. 

Ing. Thy life! 

Par. Take it! 


Laying hola of her by the hands. 
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Act III, Scene 1.) 


Inflames my blood—my brain will burst. 
_ Oh, I could tear the world, myself, in pieces ! 
Throws himself violently on the ground. 
Par. bafter a pause.| How is this? his sword lies 
at my feet, which now 
oe threatening at my heart! and he struck 
0 


wn 
And almost senseless! Was I too harsh with him ? 
Whence came the sudden rage that filled my 
breast— 
This pride, this arrogance? Do I see aright ? 
He weeps ( Why weepest thou, Ingomar ? 
Ing. [springing up.] I weep? ’Tis false—I do 
not weep. Despise me! me— 
The pride and boast of all my race, the terror 
Of mine enemies! By the bright sun— [After a 
pause, looking sternly on her.| Depart! 
Go, I can do without thee ; I can—I can. 
ee art free! dost hear? free as my- 
Sel ; 
Go to thy home—away, do not delay ! 
Thy breath infests me with a feverish heat! 
Thy sight is poison ! Go, go, go! [He rushes out. 
Par. How! free? 
Did he say free? and shall again my mother, 
My father, open to me their arms? And yet 
Can I leave him in anger? him who made 
The yoke of slavery so light to me, 
Who now has given me freedom, though in rage ? 
No, no, Yl wait—he will return; and then 
A kind word from my lips, perhaps, will calm 
And soften him. Then with a lightened heart 
Shall I return. [She seats herself on a rock. 


Enter Samo, Novio and AMBIVAR. 


Samo. Ah! she is alone; the boat approaches 
the shore ; now seize her. [NOVIO and Am- 
BIVAR advance and take hold of her. 

Par. Ah, ruffians, what would you ? 

Nov. Away with her to the beach. 

Par. Villains, unhand me! 

Amb. Silence, worm ! 

Par. Ingomar! help! save me, Ingomar ! 

[They drag her off. 

Ing. [without.] Who calls, there? was it not 
her voice ? 

Enter INGOMAR, R. 

Ambivar? A sword—a sword! [Seizes the sword 
_ which he had before let fall on the ground. 
Ah! here, villains—hold, hold. [Rushes after them. 
After a pause PARTHENIA rushes on and 

falls on the bank. 

Par. Saved ! saved ! 

Enter INGOMAR, hurriedly, L. 
Ing. [going up to PARTHENTIA, and taking her 
hand.] It isI—I! How white thou art! 

Thou trembiest : art thou hurt? Parthenia, 
It is my arm supports thee. Did they dare, 
With their rough hands, to seize my lovely flower? 
Why dost thou tremble? Oh! they shallrepent it : 
They shall, like worms, crawl in the dust before thee. 

Par. Hark, steps—they come. 

Ing. Fear not, for I am with thee ; 
No power on earth shall harm thee. 

Par. Look—they come. 

Ing. Let them! like the eagle when its nest is 


$|_ seized, 
| With god-like strength I feel my arm is braced ; 


INGOMAR. | 11 


Ing. [rushing at her with his sword drawn and | And if Heaven’s lightning strike me not, I bid 
suddenly stopping.| No, no, I cannot; rage | Defiance to all power man can bring. 


+ 
Enter the ALEMANNI, ALASTOR, NOVIO and 
SAMO, L. U. E., armed with spears, swords and |} 
+ 
> 
+ 
+ 


clubs. 


Ing. Stand off, and speak! What brings you? 

Alas. Thou hast wounded Ambivar to the death. 

Ing. That did I when he dared to seize upon 
This maid, my property. 

Alas. She is not thine ! 

Samo. Give up the woman! , 

Ing. Sooner my life! 

Nov. Seize her ! 

Ing. Come on! 

Par. (throwing herself into his arms.] , They are 
too many—they will kill thee ! 

Ing. Away, woman! come on. 

Alas. [interposing between INGOMAR and the 
ALEMANNI.] Hold—hear me, friends; and 
hear me, Ingomar. 

We chose thee for our leader, and we promised thee 
The fifth part of the booty. But thou givest 
Thyself to indolent rest, and proudly dost 
Appropriate this slave. Thus thou hast broken 
The law of right and peace. 

Ing. I broke them not. ’T was he, that other, did, 
Who, seizing her, robbed you, as well as me, 
And well deserved his fate. But I am weary 
Of holding your proud race in check. Then go: 
Choose your own path. I separate myself 
From you. But sheis mine. The fifth part of 

the spoil, 
My share by right, I give you as her ransom. 
Is it agreed? Ifnot, then let the sword— 

Trin. The fifth of the spoil! said he so indeed ? 

Samo. Shall we agree ? 

Alas. The fifth part of the booty, didst thou say ? 

Ing. I did. : 

Alas. Then be itso. The slave is thine ; 

But still, if thou wilt lead our steps towards home, 
We will obey thee as truly as before. 

Ing. No, Iam weary—I will seek new lands, 
New customs. Go you hence—I will remain. 

Alas. Consider the inroad on the Allobrogi. 

Ing. Ihave considered all enough. Farewell! 

[Exeunt ALEMANNI, L. 
They are gone. And now, Parthenia, thou artsafe— 
How pale thou art, and trem- 


Thou art free. 
bling still. 
Here, sit thee down and rest. 
Par. Oh, Ingomar, 
Be thanked, be blessed ! 
Ing. Thanked—and for what ? 
Par. I know 
Thou only didst that which thy generous heart 
Compelled thee to; and yet have I, deserted 
By my own people, in the desert found 
From thee protection. 
[She kisses his hand and bursts into tears. 
And now—now—farewell ! 
Ing. Farewell? what sayest thou? 
Wilt thou not go with me? 
Par. a hast restored my freedom: I would 
see 
My home. ; 
Ing. I give thee freedom? I? thou dreamest. 
Par. What, wilt thou break thy word ? 
Ing. My word! did I give my word? 
Par. Thou didst. 
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ACT IV. 


ScENE.—In the background appears Massilia, 
and a view of the sea. In the front, to the left, 
a rocky emimence overgrown with bushes, from 
which a narrow path leads down to the stage. 


Enter MYRON, ADRASTUS and ELPHENOR, L. 


Myr. Shame, I say, shame! The wolf will help 
the wolf; yet yonder town, which boasts its civili- 
zation, justice and law, sees, without stirring a 
hand, her citizens become a prey to slavery, and 
is deaf to her children’s cry for help. Shame, I 
say—shame ! 

Adr. Full well thou knowest ’tis an old law, 
first made when the infant colony struggled for 
existence with the wild natives of the land, that 
Rather the wolves and bears than those wild ruf-|no further than the shadow of her walls reached 

fians. would the state protect her citizens; and thee 

Ing. Ah, true, indeed. That were to trust the| they seized in the mountains. 

lamb Myr. Oh, wise decree! Oh, father-like protec- 
To the wolf’s keeping. I—I will myself tion! First they refuse a child her parent’s rap- 
Conduct thee. som; and when she, following her heart’s pious 

Par. Thou? bent, submits her own head to the yoke for mine, 

Ing. Why dost thou look so fearful ? then they deny me aid, in men or money, to rescue 
Thou thinkest me no safer than the rest. my poor child from worse than death. Again I 
But now I am not what I was. Till now -|ery shame, shame! 

Never did I know fear, scarce tears—not even| lp. We are not strangers to your grief, but 


when suffer with you; and when thy child asked us for 
A child. But thou hast taught me both to-day. |help, we paused only to find a path of deliver- 
Doubt me no more—believe me, trust me, then ; 


ance, while she— 
I call the gods to witness— Myr. Ah, she! a woman in heart, a man in 
Par. Nay, swear not; 


courage! Oh, my poor child—my child! 
Thine eyes speak truer, holier than oaths: Adr. 'Thou knowest Lykon, the fisherman, who 
And if they lie, then all is false indeed. brought the news of thy capture, has summoned 
Conduct me, be my guide—lI trust thee ! us for counsel, help and hope; and if the men of 
Ing. Ab! the coast join with our friends within Massilia, thy 
Thou dost consent? Oh, I will seck thee out child may yet be rescued. See, here comes Lykon, 
The forest’s coolest shade, the softest turf, and with him those who look like friends. 
Guard thee from every stone, from every brier; | Enter LYKON, surrounded and followed by WOMEN 
My arm shall thus support—no, not support, and FISHERMEN. 
But carry thee. k. Where is Myron? which is he? which is 
Par. Dost think I am a child, 


Ly 
the brave girl’s father ? | 
That thou wouldst carry me? I do not want Myr. Here, here! And will you help us? will 
Even thine arm—I care not for fatigue— 


you save my child ? 

Thou shalt not carry me; but— Fish. Aye, aye, we'll do our best! - = 
Ing. What ? Lyk. Though ourselves natives of the soil, we 
Par. The basket. hate the Alemanni and respect the Greeks. Be- 
Ing. The basket ? sides, it would disgrace Massilia and Greece itself, 
Par. Yes, the basket with the berries. should such a pious daughter and brave maid be 

Wilt thou not doit? [Taking up the basket from |lost. All that we can we'll give. 

the ground, and handing it to him. Women. Yes, yes; our ornaments, our prayers. 

_ Ing. Yes, I will—I will. Myr. Bless you! the gods repay you! But we 

Par. And I will take thy spear, thy shield and| must not lose a day, as the wild people will soon 
sword. [Taking them from the tree against | return further into the mountains, and my child 
which INGOMAR had placed them. will be dragged to slavery or death. > 

Ing. No, no, that cannot be. Lyk. We will disperse through the villages, and 

Par. It shall be so— rouse the young—aye, and the old—to the rescue. 

Itismy humor. From my childhood up, You, Adrastus, go to the right—I to the left. 

You know, I have been accustomed to bright|Meanwhile you, Myron and Elphenor, seek the 

arms ; {house of the old Rhesus; he is rich, and has 

I seem to inherit it in my blood, promised aid. Await my coming there. And now, 

From my dear father. And now why delay we? | my friends, away, away! 

Thou hast the basket, I the arms—wei'll go. | [Exeunt FISHERMEN, WOMEN, ete. 

Dost hear? Why standest thou silent—motion-| Myr. My child, my child! shall I again behold 


Ing. Go, go, then—go. 

Par. [going.] Bless thee! 

Ing. Stay, stay, Parthenia. Oh, it seems 
That day shall shine no more upon the earth 
The sun’s bright beams be quenched in endless 


night. 
Parthenia, wilt thou go? Oh, wilt thou leave me? 
Par. My parents wait their child. 
Ing. They do; go, go, then! 
Yet think of the dark wood, the dizzy cliff, 
The dreadful chasms and the roaring floods, 
The wolf and bear—and thou to go alone. 
Par. I came alone, and can return so, too. 
Ing. Thou wilt be lost. Alastor, Novio, 
They shall conduct thee. Ho, there! 
Par. They? Oh, no! 


less ? thee? Did not age stiffen my limbs, I would my- 
Ing. All seems a dream to me. Come, then, | self— 
this way— : Elp. Come, come, let us to the house of the 
Down by the rock. wealthy Rhesus. (Hxeunt L. 


Par. Forward! the guide before. 
I will close follow thee—my friend, protector ; 
On, on. [Hxeunt L. 


PARTHENIA and INGOMAR appear on the cliff, L- 
Ing. Here, here, Parthenia, this way—by this 
path. 


s 
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Act IV, Scene 1.] INGOMAR. 13 


Par. No, yonder is the way—down there. Ing. T? 
Ing. Hold, hold! that is to danger—see you not ? | Yonder, with polished Greeks, caged in dark walls? 


This way—give me thy hand. I, the barbarian, the freeman? No; yonder ~ 
| They descend the path on to the stage. |Thy pathway lies—this to my mountain home. 
When wilt thou trust me ? Oh, would that I had never seen thee, girl! 
Hast thou forgotten yesterday the moor, Enough—farewell ! 


Where, following thine own will, the ground gave| Par. No, stay; thou shalt not go 


way Without one gift, that in some distant time ‘ 
Beneath thy feet, and if I had not then May call again my image to thy memory. 
From off my arm thrown my broad shield, whose | Take this. [Offers him a dagger. 
face Ing. Thy dagger! is it to remind me 
Upheld thy falling steps— How once my violence armed thine own hand 
Par. I should have sunk ! with it 
Ing. And I with thee. Against thyself? 
Par. I think thou wouldst! Yes, yes, Par. No; to remind thee how 


I was preserved from death, and by thine arms; | Two days and nights, alone, through moor and 
Thy shield lies in the morass. And last night, too, wood — 
Under the bank, whose turf and moss afforded | And briery thicket, thou didst still protect me, 
But scanty firing, thou didst break thy spear, Guard me and guide, without my heeding once 
And with its fragments make a cheerful blaze, | To touch its hilt. Of this let it remind thee. 
To warm and comfort me. Ob, thou true guide!}And so, [hesitating] farewell! 

Ing. Then come—this way. | Ing. No, no! I cannot, will not— 

Par. It seems as if that path— Oh, do not leave me; be my own, Parthenia; 

Ing. Again! Why, look, the wood is ended here, | Oh, be my wife! I am chief among my people; 
And the mountain grows more level. Plenty dwells in my tent at home; fear not 

Par. a thou art right—the forest spreads be- | Thataught of our rough manners shall offend thee; |: 


, US; Follow thy native customs there as freely 
It seems to me I ought to know this place. AsI. Thou shalt be mistress of thyself, 
+| Was it not here that, when I left my home Of all, our queen! Oh, come, then—I will build 
| To seek my father, on my knees I prayed A home for thee in the shadow of the trees. 
+| The gods for courage, strength and victory ? Before us, a rich meadow with its herds ; 
+} Ing. Ah, say not so. Far, far from here I’d have | Beside, a stream ; around, all green and still— | | 
| Thy home. : While the soft evening air breathes through the 
Par. Yes, here it was. [She turns to the back- open door, 
ground and recognizes Massilia. And melts our hearts to love and happiness : 
4; Ah! and behold, there rolls the sea; Say yes—say yes, and come where joy and bliss 
$} And yonder, shining in the pao light, Shall ever reign. 
3} Appears Artemis’ temple. Oh, Maassilia, Par. Ah, me! 
3} My home, my home! again I throw myself Ing. Why dost thou droop thine eyes? why art 
[ Kneeling. thou silent ? 
Upon the earth, with thanks, with gratitude. Thou canst not doubt me—thou thyself didst 
Immortal gods, who have watched my lonely path, tell me 7 
The work of love is done, and safely back True love was gentle, meek, unselfish, tender. 


You bring me home again. Oh, thanks and praise ! | By yonder heaven, such will I be to thee. 
Ing. {aside.] Would that I lay beside my shield | Oh, I will hold thee with as tender bonds 
in the morass. As thine own hands the wreath thou weavest; 
Par. [rising and coming forward, accompanied Will see 
by INGoMAR.] My father, mother, I shall|Each wish told in thine eyes, ere thou hast 


see them again ; thought it ; 
Weeping with joy shall sink into their arms, Whatever lives in earth, in sea, in air, 
And kiss the falling tears from their pale cheeks. | Shall minister to thy desires. Rich shalt thou be, 
3| Oh, be saluted by me, my native city |! Honored and happy. Oh, then, doubt no more! 
See how the evening light plays on each column, | Be mine—be mine, and speak no more of parting. 
Each wall and tower, like the smile of a god. Par. Hush—hush this siren song. 
Look, Ingomar, is it not glorious ? Ing. Thou wilt not ? 


What ails thee? why art thou now grown sulky, | Par. Listen. 
Liked a vexed child, when joy lends my soul wings?| Ing. Oh, thou believest me not—thou hatest me! 


Didst thou endure with me the burning sun, Par. No; I respect—honor. | 

The frost of night, and the rough path, and now | Ing. [gloomily.] But canst not love! 

Wilt not rejoice—now that our toil is over ? Par. Myparents. Think, can [desert theirage? 
Ing. I—I rejoice ? Forget long years of love and care—resign 

In the dark forest, the bleak wilderness, The worship of the gods—the quiet customs 


Alone with thee, the heavens above, around us_ | Of my own home, to follow, among strangers, 
Loneliness and deep silence, there—yes, there, {My country’s foe? 

Where fear and danger pressed thee to my aid— | Ing. I know it—thou despisest me. 

Did I rejoice; I was thy world. But here, Par. No, by my life! I hold thee for most noble, 
Where these accursed walls cast their cold shades | Most good ! a bright and glorious star, but 


To tear our souls asunder, here— adowed 
Par. Ah, me! | By a light cloud—a cup of ruby wine | 
3| Yes, Iremember—here we part. And yet {With the wreath only wanting. Wert thou a |: 
4| Nothere. Come with me to the city. Greek ; 
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Were right, law, order, not unknown to thee; 
Were violence not thy god, the sword thy judge ; 
Wert thou not a— 

Ing. Why pause? Yes, speak it— 
Barbarian! that am I called—a cattle-stealer— 
Yes, I remember well]! ’twas thine own word ; 

A desolater—an assassin ! 
¢ Par. Ingomar! 

Ing. 1 see it all. There is a gulf indeed 
Between us, and thou art ashamed of me. 

Thou fearest the jeer of thy refined companions : 
The polished Greeks would mock at the rough 


savage. . 
Thou re right: I should but shame—disgrace 
thee. 
Yes, thou art right; farewell! 
Par. Oh, leave me not in anger! 
Ing. In anger! Oh, Parthenia, couldst thou 
But see this heart! I—I— No more—farewell ! 
[Rushes out. 
Par. Ingomar! stay, hear me! He heeds me 


not ; 
He flies up the steep cliff; he is gone, and I 
Shall never see him more! Why, how is this? 
What sudden change has come upon the world? 
How Sipe how bright, was all before! and now 
How dim and dark the twilight grows! How faded 
The grass, how dry the leaves! It seems to me 
As if the young spring were about to die. 
[ Weeps. 
What! tears? I must not weep; no, no, I must 
not. 
Rouse thee, Parthenia, thou hast duties. Think, 
Thy home awaits thee—parents, friends, com- 
panions. 
Oh, Ingomar! whom shall I find there like to thee? 
Thou good, thou generous one! Lost—lost ! 
[ Weeps. 


INGOMAR re-enters, and slowly approaches. 


Ing. Parthenia ! 
Par. Ah! come back again: 
Ing. Iam: I cannot, will not leave thee. 
I will go with thee to the city; I— 
I will become a Greek! 
Par. How sayest thou ? 
Ing. Thou dost not despise me, Parthenia—no, 
Thou art not ashamed of me, but only of 
My nation, my rough ways; there’s remedy 
For that—it can be mended. Though I am 
No Greek, yet I am a man, for ’tis the soul 
That makes the man, and not his outward seeming ; 
My shield and spear are left in the morass— 
So will I leave my nation, manners, all, — 
To follow thee. In yonder town, for thee, 
I will become a Greek. And now I’ve said it, 
I am strong and well again. 
Par. Thow'lt follow me? 
Ing. I know I’ve much to learn, but thou wilt 
teach me, 
And that will make all easy. When ’tis done, 
Thoult love me then! thou wilt—I feel it here— 
Aye, like a sunbeam in my heart it glows; 
It shouts like the loud triumph of a conqueror ; 
Like the voice of the high gods, it penetrates 
My soul: thou'lt love me then! thoult love me 
th 


en! 
Par. (aside.] If not, oh, Heaven! whom can I 
ever love? 
[Aloud.] Thowlt follow me to Massilia. 


But, 
unknown, 


INGOMAR. 


[Act IV, Scene 1. 


Where wilt thou find a host to give thee shelter? 
Ing. A host? The first that comes across my 


path ; 
Yl ask for salt and fire. What needs there more? 


And see, already two approach, who look 


[Looking off, B. 
Like Greeks. Them will I— 
Par. Ah! ’tis he—’tis he—my father! 
[Rushes out. 


Ing. Her father! the gods smile upon me, then, 
And lead him here as my appointed friend. 


Enter PARTHENIA, with MYRON and ELPHENOR. 


ay es darling child restored: to me! Oh, 
et me 
Bless the brave man who— 
Ah! what do I see ? 
Elphenor—help! The Alemanni—fly ! 
Par. Fear not ; ’twas he himself, 'twas Ingomar, 
Who gave thy child her freedom, and who now 
Brings her in safety to thine arms again. 
Myr. Whatsayest thou? He? andhecamealonet 
Par. He comes a friend, a suppliant to thee; 
And ob, be kind to him, as he has been 
To me! Hear him, my father! [Zeads InacoMaR 
to him.|] And now, Elphenor, 
My mother—tell me of her. 
Myr. [aside.| He is really comealone! Then I 
suppose 
Alls safe. [Hesitatingly to INGoMAR.] I thank 
thee—thou art welcome—very ! 
I did not think to see you again so soon. 
You are come about the ransom ? 
Ing. Bah! 
Myr. Do not be angry, I have not got it yet; 
But a few drachmas—but Il give you those. 
Ing. Old man, your ransom’s paid: I bought 
it, with 
Your child’s release, at the cost of all I owned ; 
I give you both. 
Myr. [{astonished.] You? 
Ing. Now I ask your friendship, and come to 
live with you. 
Myr. [staggering | To live with me! You—one 
of the Alemanni ! : 
Ing. Well, I have been 
Your enemy, I own it! made you my prisoner, 
True! treated you as my slave, agreed! but yet 
I have done you service, too, and come in peace. 
Let all be blotted out! There is my hand— 
Accept it, and you'll find me, perhaps, more true 
As friend than enemy. Do you fear to take it? 
Myr. Fear? n—n—no. Greeks never fear. 
But you are quite sure you have come alone ? 
No: I don’t fear you, but the citizens ; 
If they— 
Ing. Tell them that Ingomar comes single 
Into the midst of them, to ask a home. 
If any bear him malice for past wrongs, 
Let them stand forth. Say Ingomar is here, 
To answer one and all. 
Myr. Merciful powers, he’d challenge the 
-whole city ! 
Ing. I have little thought for them. But thou, 


{INGOMAR turns. 


old man, 
I'd have thee be my friend—aye, more—my father. 
Give me thy hand as to thy son. [MyYRon reluct- 
antly does so.| 'That’s well. 
Now takemetothy roof, and teach me thy customs; 
Teach.me among the Greeks a Greek to be. __ 
Myr. [alarmed.] I take thee to my home! 
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Act V, Scene 1.) 


Ing. It shall be sacred 
As the temple of a god. 

Myr. Thou learn to be a Greek ! and learn from 

me, too! : 

I—I—I know I'm bound to you for much, 

For many thanks: but a poor man am I; 

And shouldst thou be my guest, thou needs 
must share 

Poverty with us, weariness and care, 

Complying with our household customs. 

Ing. Poverty ! 

Ihave given up my race and home. Then tell me, 
Can I be poorer? Weariness and care! 
Can these be where Parthenia dwells? Out, out, 
Old man! you do but mock me: tell me, rather, 
What must I do ? 
Myr. [(laughing.| Why, first strip off thy skin. 
Ing. My skin! Oh, this a mie at the skin 
thrown over his shoulder.) Ha, ha! Well, 
be it so. 

Myr. And then thou must cut short thy hair 

and beard. 

Ing. My hair and beard? That will Inever! they 
Are my proud race’s mark of free descent, 
Growing freely with the free. [Turning, and his 

eyes meeting those of PARTHENIA.] And 
yet—well, well, 
I will cut them off. 

Myr. [aside 4 How wondrous tame he grows! 

He that was wild as an unbroken horse. 

Then I have fields up yonder, on the hills; 

A vineyard, also; work must there be done, too, 
With plow and harrow ; and thou— 

Ing. What, guide the plow and harrow! 

Root up the earth like ants and moles! Slaves 


onl | 

Guide lowe and wilt thou make of me a slave? 
By the loud thunder— 

Myr. Be calm, calm. Remember, ’twas thyself 
Did wish to be a Greek, and we are poor. 
We all must work—not I alone: my wife; 
Parthenia, too. 

ie: Parthenia, didst thou say ? 
Parthenia labor ? 


Myr. Aye, why not? She, too, must— 
Ing. She? Parthenia? No, that shall she 
never ! 


Pil work for her at any toil you will— 
The plow, the harrow, anything. What more? 
Myr. And then, too, thou must help me at my 


forge, 
And learn how to make arms. 
Ing. Aye, by my life, 
That will I joyfully! that must be glorious ! 
That’s spending strength on strength; the ham- 
mer thrashing 
The shrieking steel, that writhes to every blow! 
Aye, that is brave, that’s noble! By my life, 
i good swords must almost be as pleasant 
As wielding them. . 
Myr. Stay, stay! thou must not wield them: 
We are a quiet people and love peace, 
And therefore thou must give up thy sword. 
Ing. My sword ! ; 
Myr. It is forbidden, under heavy penalties, 
For strangers to go armed into Massilia. 
I will take care of it for thee. Give it to me. - 
_ Ing. My father’s sword! That which has given 


me 
Defense and victory! Give up my sword ? 
Thou art playing with my softness to insult me. 


Myr. qimialy. | Parthenia. 
Ing. Give thee this sword? sooner my blood— 
my life! 
My sword’s myself—the sword and man are one. 
Bid any come and take it, if he dare! [Drawing it. 
Par. (approaches, smiling.) Ingomar, thou 
wilt give thy sword to me. | 
Dost thou remember how I carried it 
From the mountain? You will trust me with it 
now. [He lets her gently disengage it from 
his hand. 
Father, haste on before. I long to embrace 
My mother. Go, prepare her—we will follow thee. 
Myr. Wonderful! Elphenor, go thank the fish- 


ermen, 
And tell them all. Give up his sword! oh, marvel! 
Exit L. 
Par. [following Myron, but turning to INGO- 
MAR.] Why dost thou linger, Ingomar? 
Ing. (confused.| Who's he? 
Who spoke of Ingomar? Dost thou mean me ? 
Am J, then, Ingomar? My senses whirl ; 
Beneath my feet the solid earth seems falling. 
I am a child—a fool—I will not! Stay! 
Give me my sword again ! 
Par. [smiling and beckoning.] Come, Ingomar! 
rit R. 
Ing. [after a struggle.] Parthenia ! 
[Rushes out, R. 


ACT VY. 
SCENE.—Same as in Act I. 
Enter ELPHENOR, from MyYrRon’s house, L. 


El. [calling.| Come, what delays thee, Myron? 
they wait for thee. 

Myr. [appearing on the steps, in the act of ar- 
ranging his dress.| I will be ready in an mstant. 
I but take off my sooty working coat, fit to ap- 
pear before the council. Actea, quick—my girdle 
and my cloak. 


Enter ACTEA, followed by POLYDOR, L. 


Act. [coming forward with Myron’s girdle in 
her hand.| What can they want with you at the 
council ? 

Pol. [aside, remaining in background.|] Want 
Myron at the council? [ll stay and listen; I 
may gain some profit out of it. 

Myr. What do they want me for? No doubt 
an order for a large supply of arms. They find 
that none can make so well as Myron, especially 
now Ingomar assists me. 

Elp. Quick—see, another messenger. 


Enter NEOCLES, L. 


Neo. Myron, the Timarch is impatient; all is 
confusion at the council. 

Myr. Confusion? What is it, then? 

Neo. The gates are closed, the guards are 
doubled. 

Act. What is the matter ? : 

Neo. How, have you not heard? We are sur- 
rounded by the Alemanni; the hills about the 
city swarm with them ; and loudly at the council 
they call for Myron. 

Act. Ye gods, ’tis as I feared, then; I said he 
was a Spy, 2 traitor! . 

Pol. {ehuckling.] Aha! I taught her that! 

Myr. A traitor, saidst thou? Who? 
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Act. ’Twas not for nothing that the flames 
crackled when he entered our house, and that the 
raven croaked ; they warned us, yet in vain. 

Neo. Whom do youmean? Who is a spy, a 
traitor ? 


Enter PARTHENIA, Jrom house. 


Act. Who? who but Ingomar ? 

Par. Who dares call Ingomar a spy ? 

Act. I, tly mother. 

Myr. Hold your tongue ; you are a fool. 

Act. Polydor says it, too. 

Myr. Polydor is another fool, then. 

Pol. [behind.| Is he, indeed? Ill make you 
treat him, though, with more respect ere long ! 

Myr. It is the weak alone are traitors, and 
Ingomar isa very Hercules; any one who saw 
him at the plow, the anvil or the games, would 
need no more to swear hima true man. Why 
my earnings are trebled since Ingomar worked 
with me. [Taking the girdle from ACTEA; and 
completing his toilet by putting it on.) There— 
now Iam ready. Be not alarmed. No doubt the 
council summon me for my opinion. I know the 
Alemanni; I have been among them, and I fear 
them not—I’ve proved that. Come, come. 

[Lxit, followed by NEOCLES, L. 

Act. The foe at our gates! he summoned to the 
council! If they should, instead of asking bis 
opinion, bring him for his folly to a reckoning, 
perhaps to punishment ? 


Par. Fear not, mother; the fathers knew of 


Ingomar, and gave permission to receive him. 
Act. He has brought mischief on our house. 


INGOMAR. 


[Act V, Scene 1. 


Shook But thou knowest he goes now clad like 
others. 

Act. Aye! Greek may be his coat and mantle ; 
but his bearing, walk and voice—the fixed dis- 
dain in his mien and look and speech, these all 
are the barbarian’s still, and will remain so. Even 
his forest nature clings to him. 

Par. Why should it not, when freedom, cour- 
age and strength, like his own forests, animate 
his soul? © 

Act. The rough strength ofa bear! Did not 
he yesterday, at the eee throw his adversary 
right out of the circle? Did he not fling the quoit 
so far he nearly struck the Timarch ? 

Par. Did he not, too, destroy the wolf that had 
so long ravaged our fields? and in the harbor, 
when Lysippus’ boat struggled with the storm 
who sprang into the boiling waves and dragged 
him safe to shore but Ingomar? and who but he 
relieves from the forge and plow my gray-haired 
father ? : 

Act. Well, well, perhaps he does. He may 
have some good in him; but he pays no respect 
to me: and I say again he is a spy, a traitor, and 


so I’ll tell him to his face. Where is he? [Caus.] 


Ingomar ! 

Par. Stay, mother, stay! what would you do? 
Respect, at least, the rights of a guest. 

Act. [calling again.] What, Ingomar, I say! 
Yes, thou shalt see how he will shrink and trem- 
ble, when I tell him that I know him. Ingomar! 

Par. Mother ! how little dost thou know of that 
pure soul, that noble heart. 


Par. Mother, he brought thy child in safety|##/er IncomaR, from back of stage, dressed in 


back there. 


Act. Well, well, and so he did. But Polydor 


says truly— 


the costume of a Greek peasant. 


Ing. Who called me ? 
Act. So thou art come atlast. Thrice must I 


Par. Mother, mother, why will you give your | call? 


ear to that malicious wretch ? 
Pol. [still behind.| That’s me! 


Ing. I was preparing for the evening sports, 
and singing. 


Par. Why suffer him toturn your heart against} Act. Singing! Yes, for joy to meet thy friends 


the noblest— 
Act. Bah! I tell you Polydor— 


Par. I will not hear his name! Why 


will he 


again. 
Ing. What friends ? 
Act. Oh, you don’t know, not you, that the 


still pursue me? why you still urge for him? I} Alemanni surround the city. 


tell you, mother, were beggary and death set for 


Ing. Indeed! They come this way, then, in 


my choice, I would embrace them sooner than|their incursions on the Allobrogi. 


that detested man! 


Act. The Allobrogi! oh, how innocent! But be 


Pol. [still behind.| You would? you shall, then !| their road, sir, where it may, there are some peo- 
I'll bring down that proud spirit, though it should} ple think, hint~aye, and maintain—their way 


cost me half my means. 
Act. But, child, he threatens us. 


Par. He threatens! the cold dastard—let him! 


I spurn his threats as I do him. 


and yours are one. 

Ing. Their way and mine! 

Act. Aye; who even say that you have intro- 
duced yourself here only to open doors and gates 


Pol. Yi hear no more: I'll go at once and do|to them. 


it, cost me what it may! 
Par. He dares to threaten ! 


Pol. [shaking his fist.| Tremble!  ([(#zit 1. 


Act. Hush! ifhe should hear you. I’m sure I 
don’t know why you hate him so. At least, he| himself: 


Ing. aide I! Who says that? 

Act. I say so, to thy face! That thou art a spy, 
a traitor; that thou art— 

Ing. [rushes up to her.}] Woman! [Then checks 
But no, no, no—thou art Parthenia’s 


never drew his sword on you, as Ingomar once | mother—I will not answer thee. 


did; he never took your father for a slave, as 
Ingomar. Oh, how I hated him as soon asI set 


[Abruptly walks into the house. 
Act. Look, he derides my anger! He does not 


my eyes upon him! His very look, and that long|think it worth his trouble to justify himself to 
hair, and his rough and wiry beard. Ugh! he|me! He dares— 


made mny heart sick ! 


Par. Yet he now wears both short, and like a 


Greek. 


Act. The very children in the street call after 


him—faun and satyr ! 


Par. {goes up to the house and calls.] Ingomar ! 

Act. Why do you call him? Shall he again 
affront me 

Par. No, he shall answer. 


Act. I will have no answer—you'll drive me 
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| : 
mad, among you! There is thy father—danger, | Thou art altered, too—thou once didst seek, en- 
perhaps, threatens his very life; I'll follow him to courage me, | 
| thecouncil ; thou mayest stay and ask for answers | Didst tell me tales and sing me songs; but now 
' from this proud barbarian, and thou mayest trust:Thou art distant, cold. Well, well, I will not 


AAAs Asssb AAPA AAAS AAAAAADADAARAAAADADAABARAAAADARADAARARAARARARRARERERRRRRAREREAEEE ALES +4 


him, too; but, for me, I know him, and me he 
never shall deceive ! | [Evit 1. 


Poor Ingomar! [Zurns and sees INGOMAR slowly 
descending the steps—she beckons him.]| 
Come here. Dost think 
| Thou hast treated with respect my mother, My- 
; ron’s wife, 
To turn thy back on her, and walk away 
| Without an answer ? 
Ing. Didst thou not bid me, when thy mother 


| might. 

' As age will do, find fault without a cause, 

' [should be silent then, and go away ? 

She did find fault with me without a cause, 
' 80 I said nothing, and I went away. 


___- wrong, 
: Very wrong, and he bears all the blame. 
| 


speak thus: 


But thou, instead, must fly into a rage, 
And leave me to bear all the pain. | 

Ing. I am sorry. 

Per. Tcannot make you heed my words, and 


hever— 
Ing. oa heed thy words! I think of nothing 
else 


Laboring or resting, at the plow, the anvil, 
In very sleep, still I repeat your lessons, 
But all in vain! Oh, I shall never learn ; 
And thou wilt never love me! 
Par. Nay, thou hast 
Learned much already, and— 
Ing. Oh, my wild woods, 
My pores home! There the heart speaks its 


? 
And the free act is open as the thought. 
Tis thus I have grown up—lI cannot change it. 
t moves me—love or hate, pleasure or pain— 
Breaks from my lips, shows in my looks, and 
sparkles 
out my eyes. I must be what Iam, 
I can be nothing else! 
Par. Nor shalt thou be! 
I would not have thee other than thou art— 
Honest, and pure, and true. 
Yet even the candor of a noble soul 
uires restriction. See, thou hast learned much: 
Thou honorest law and order; thou has left 
The bloody service of thy mountain gods 
For the pure worship of my people. See, 
Thou art a Greek already in thy heart. 
Yet be more gentle, more— But that will come. 
The sculptor who, from out of the rough stone, 
Would call the image of a god to life, | 
learns to smooth the coarse, unpolished shell 
That shrouds it. 
" Ing. And then, after I’ve learned, | 
When I am more what thou desirest, Parthenia, 
Wilt thou then— 
Par. Vaughing-| Stop! thou hast not learned it 
e 


y 
And wilt hot soon. 
in ne, a Sera aie 
ace Of paying the poor scholar’s zea 
Thou dost vithdrs 
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weary thee, 
Content if I can gaze into thine eyes, 


Par. [walks restlessly up and down.] She is| And— 


Myr. [without.] Parthenia! Parthenia! 
Par. Hark! my father. 


Enter MYRON, L., followed by ACTEA. 
mare oo Aye, and Ingomar, where is 
e 


Ing. Here. ; 
Act. Now, what is it? Will you never tell me? 
Myr. Stop—give me air, let me breathe first. 
What do you think? 

Know they are coming, they will be here directly. 
Act. Who—the enemy ? 
Myr. His grace the Timarch! 
Act, Ah! I said so—I said 

That Ingomar would bring us no good luck. 


Par. But couldst thou not look gentle and; Myr. Then you talked nonsense, as you always 


“No, thou art wrong-—I am no spy, no traitor”? | He brings us glory, consideration, honor! 


But here they are. Now, Ingomar, dear friend, 
Be ready—lI go to greet him. 
Act. Consideration! honor! How my heart 
beats ! 
Like a forge hammer. 


Enter the TIMARCH, accompanied by ATTEND- 
ANTS. MYRON receives him with low bows. 
Tim. Enough, enough! Myron, where is thy 

guest, 

Thy pupil? 

Myr. Here, illustrious sir. 

Will you step into the house ? 

Tim. No, call him hither. [Myron beckons In- 
GOMAR forward, and he advances toward 
the TIMARCH. 

So, friend, thy name is Ingomar ? 

Ing. Aye, as thou sayest. 

Myr. {aside to INGOMAR.] Say, ‘your grace.” 
Dost thou understand ?—‘‘ Your grace.” 

Tim. I hear thou wouldst become a Greek, 

Be naturalized—Massilia’s citizen. 

Ing. Such is my wish. 

Tim. Massilia grants thy wish. : 
A house within her walls shall be assigned thee ; 
Added to which, three hydes of land, with the 

freedom 

And the full privileges of a citizen. 

Ing. To me—this, this to me! 

Par. Ye gods! 

_ Myr. Dost hear, wife ? 

Tim. Nay, more—thou lovest this maid: thirty 

ounces of silver 

Shall her dower be—she shall be thine, thy wife. 
Ing. Parthenia! 

Tim. So thou prove only that Massilia’s welfare 
Lies at thy heart, all these shall then be thine. 
Say, in return what wilt thou do? 

Ing. What do! 

What will I not do? I will lift the world 

From off its solid centre, drink the ocean, — 

Tear down the stars from heaven! Iam butmad; 

Yet all that is possible—aye, or impossible— 

Pll do for bliss like this. 

Tim. Thou hast heard the Alemanni now 


draw the goal still further from me. | Surround the city; they come against us to— 
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Ing. No, no, youerr. Against the Allobrogi 
This expedition moves, not against you— 
Not you. 
Tim. Be as it may, we hold them dangerous— 
Massilia would extirpate them. [Draws INGOMAR 
a little aside.] Thou knowest them: 


Thoushalt go to their camp as though thou camest, 


To seek thy friends and hear the news of home ; 
So shalt thou well observe their mode of war, 
The approaches of their camp, their watch- 
word, and 
The arrangement of their guard. Return in the 
evening, 
And then by night conduct Massilia’s soldiers, 
And lead them on to conquest. 
Ing. [furiously.] Ah! [PARTHENTA checks him. 
Tim. What sayest thou? 
Ing. Ensnare, 
Betray my countrymen? deceive the men 
Who trust me—murder them in their sleep— 
The men who speak my tongue, who were my 
brothers ? 
Tim. Think of the reward—Parthenia, honor, 
riches. 
Ing. Take all thy offers back! take even her, 
For she is all to me—my heart, my soul, 
My life! Yet take her, too: for, had I her, 
And all the happiness the earth could give, 
It were despair, shame, misery and death, 
To purchase her by baseness such as this. 
Tim. Dost thou not wish to be a Greek ? 
Ing. I did, 
For then I dia notknow that Greeks were traitors. 
I said farewell to mine own kin and nation— 
I gave up all to make my home with you ; 
And had you called on me to fight for you 
On the open field of war, I would have stood 
Faithfully by you to the death; but [with con- 
tempt| Grecian 
Weapons are treachery, cunning, cowardice— 
In these I am unpracticed. Go, go, go! 
We do not understand each other—you are 
civilized, 
Refined, and I am but a barbarian! Go! 
Tim. Restrain thy bold tongue; one hour for 
decision 
We give thee yet. Refuse, and thy false breath 
No longer shall contaminate our city. 
Choose, then! And thou, Myron, if afterward 
Thou dost befriend or shelter him, thy life 
Shall answer for it! Back to the council. 
[Exeunt TIMARCH, with suite. 
Act. Now, who was right? Where is the honor, 
The consideration, that this Ingomar 
Was to have brought ? 
danger. 
Myr. No, no, not my head ; 
I will have nothing more to do with him. 
Away, depart—I shut my door against thee ; 
I am Massilia’s true citizen. 
Go into the house, Parthenia. 
Ing. Myron ! 
Myr. Go, go in, wife—in, girl. 
{[ACTEA and PARTHENIA go into the house. 
Ing. One word. 
Myr. Not one! You see the danger you have 
brought me. 


I owe thee thanks; and, had I twoheads willingly 


Would I lose one for thee. But I have but one; ; 
And peter eee go, go, go. (In a loud voice. ] 
a true m 


INGOMAR. 


He brings thy head in 


Iam 


[Act V, Soone 1. 


And a good citizen—and so, farewell! 
[Eat into house, shutting the door. 

Ing. "Tis past, then! All is over, all is lost. 
Never will she be mine. Never again 
Shall I behold her face or hear her voice. 
She is lost! Why, then, delay? Away, away; 
And let them close their coward gates upon me. 
I'll die, or break a passage through their spears. 


[ Going. 
Enter PARTHENIA, who, during his last words, 


comes out of the house, and approaches unper- : 
ceived. 


Par. Ingomar! wilt thou go? 
Ing. Dost doubt it ? 
Par. Whither ? 
Ing. Ask me not whither; 
There are on earth only two paths for me: 
One to heaven, where thou art; and where 
Thou art not, all is there a barren desert— 
That path is mine. Son of the wilderness, 
I bend my steps again towards my mother. 
She gave me truth for my inheritance, 
And I will keep it, though my heart should burst. 
Par. And thou wilt go? 
Ing. Wouldst thou desire my stay, 
To be dishonored? Yet thine image still 
Shall never leave me—thou, Parthenia. 
Farewell! 
Par. Not yet, not yet. 
Ing. Quick death i is easy— 
He who dies slowly dies a thousand times. 
[Then abruptly.] Farewell ! 
Par. Thy sword—thou hast forgot thy sword. 
On entering here thou gavest it to my father. 
Ing. I want it not. Hope took it from my hand; 
And now—now— 
Par. Yet ’tis here. Look, I return it 
Bright as when first thou gavest it up. [He goes 
to take it.) Not so; 
But I will bear it for thee. 
Ing. Thou, Parthenia? 
Par. I carried with it once thy spear and shield; 
Then why not thy sword ? 
Ing. ent then— But let that pass—let us part 
ere. 
Par. poby Ingomar; I will bear thy sword for 


Ing. Where—to the market ? 

Par. No, further—to the gate: 
Still further—to the sea—beyond the sea— 
Over the mountains—over valleys, floods— 
To east and west. Wherever thy path leads, 
Wherever thou dost bend thy wandering steps, 
So long as my heart beats, as my pulse throbs, 
So long I will go with thee ! 

Ing. Thou, Parthenia ! 
Wilt— 

Par. Aye, will follow thee wherever thou goest. 

Drops the sword and embraces him. 


: Thy way shall be my way—thy fate be mine. 


Where om dost build thy house, there, too, shall 


My home; the language that sounds on thy jie, 
That will I speak; what pleases thee eg 
My joy; and what afflicts thee, that will 
Suffer, too, with thee. Thine am I, and noting | 
Shall part us more: 

Ing. Do I dream? Thou liest on 
My breast, thou lovest me—thou, Massilia’s child, 
And I, the stranger, the barbarian ! 
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Act ¥, Scene 1.] 


Par. Oh, speak that word no more; for what | Here for my slave—your wife, your daughter, too; 


are we 
| Compared to thee, thou good, thou noble one! 
How they stood shamed before thee, the proud 
Greeks. 
| Before thee, who camest here to learn our laws, 
But who hast taught to them that holy law 
Of truth and honor, which the gods themselves 
Impressed upon thy heart ! 
How great, how glorious thou stoodest before me, 
When thou for duty gavest up more than life— 


The hope of life! And, oh, how shamed I feel 
That I presumed to teach thee! Pardon me! 
Forgive me! 


Ing. Parthenia, mine! mine! 
Par. Long have I been thine ; 
Aye, since the day when thou didst learn to weep 
and fear ; 
When from thy hand dropped the uplifted sword, 
Which threatened at my life. Yes, since that day 
Tloved thee; and if in shame I tried to hide it 
from thee, 
Ionly loved thee more. And did I once 
With foolish tyranny lay on thee trials, 
And with a vain superiority presume 
Upon thy noble nature? Let me pay 
The penalty of my pride, while thus in love 
And humbleness, as wife, as servant, slave, 
Isink down in the dust before thy feet. [She is 
about to kneel, when INGOMAR checks her, 
and takes her to his bosom. 
Ing. Before my feet! my slave! No; as two 


stems ; 
With one root. let us be—springing, twined, up- 


war 
Towards the vault of heaven; we will be— 


“Twosouls with but a single thought, 
Two hearts that beat as one.” 


Enter MYRON and ACTEA, from house. 


Myr. Ah, what do Isee? Degenerate girl, 
Into the house with thee! 
Par. Not without Ingomar. 
Myr. Have you not heard the penalty ? 
(To INcomAR.] Begone! 
Ing. Not without her. 
forever ! 


Enter POLYDOR, with two GREEKS, L. 
Pol. Indeed! perhaps, then, you will pay these 
bonds ? 


She is mine, and mine 


Two hundred drachmas, or, to speak more closely, 
Two hundred and thirteen. 


Ing. What means this man ? 
friend, I owe thee naught. 
Pol. No, i confess 


Thave no claim on you, but Myron, there; 
rah shall pay me every drachma, too. 


? 
Myr. Sir! I owe you nothing. 
Pol. Two hundred and thirteen drachmas— 
every one to me. 
Myr. I am, indeed, in debt some such 
: To various citizens ; but— 
Pol. All to me! 
Aha! Ihave bought up all your debts, and I am 
now... ee et eM a 
Your only creditor ; and I'll be paid, too! 
Pay me this hour. 
Myr. I cannot. 
Pol. Then I seize you 


amount 
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for my slaves—aha! Now you may mock 
And gibe at Polydor! You and this woman 
Pil sell for rubbish, but this pretty pert one 
rl keep— 
[INGOMAR springs on him and seizes him. 
Ing. Dog! hound! down to her feet and ask 
for mercy! : 

Pol. Help, citizens! 

Par. Hold, Ingomar ! It is too true, it is the law. 

Ing. Law! to make you his slave ? 

Par. Alas! such is his right; harm him not, 
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en. 
Ing. She bids me spare thee, or I had, ere this, 
Crushed thee beneath my heel. What dost thou 


want ? 
Pol. Two hundred and thirteen drachmas—I’ll 
not ’bate cne. 
Ing. But, man, they have it not. 
Pol. They have themselves. 
lll take themselves—I will not lose my money. 
Act. Parthenia shall wed thee. 
Pol. Tll not have her. _ 
Aha! Yll have my moncy or my slaves— 
So come. 
Ing. Hold—stay! thou art fixed to have this? 
Pol. Aye, 
Either in gold or flesh. 
Ing. Will nothing move thee? 
Pol. My money or my slaves. 
Ing. Wait 
Pol. Not one moment. 
Come, slaves! 
Ing. Stay—you are fixed to have the worth 
Of your two hundred drachmas 
Pol. Aud thirteen ! | 
I'll not abate a piece. 
Ing. Well, I will promise thee 
A slave worth more than all your money. 
Pol. Where ? 
Ing. Here! 
Pol. Who? 
Ing. Myself. 
Par. Oh, no, no—heed him not—he’s mad! 
Ing. weno mad when thou didst give up 


thyse 
A pledge for what thou lovedst? Think on them. 
[Pointing to her parents. 

Come, hasten, take thy slave ! 

Pol. Take thee! a firebrand into my house? 

Ing. Beware! lay but a finger 
On her or what she loves, and thou shalt know 
What ’tis to live with Ingomar thy foe. 
In vain Massilia’s legions shall surround thee. 
In the market, amidst thy traffic, in thy home, 
Thy bed, in the dark midnight, there shall still 
Ingomar’s eye glare on thee: thou shalt find 
Thyself with Ingomar alone ! | 

Pol. Help! mercy! 
I will consent—I— [Aside.] Oh, the whip, the 


chain 
Shall make him pay for this! 
Ing. Give me those papers. [Sxatching them. 
Now, Myron, thou art free! All, all are free. 
Par. Oh, misery ! 
[Throwing herself into the arms of INGOMAR. 
‘Ing. And now, old man, although unwillingly 
Thou hast kept thy word, yet will I freely mine. 
I will work for thee, truly, diligently, 
And— Weep not—cling not to me thus Par- 
thenia ; 
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20 INGOMAR. 


[Act V, Scene 1 


Of all pee with which thou hast cheered my 
soul, 
This is the purest, holiest. The slavery 
That gives thee freedom brings along with it 
So rich a treasure of consoling joy, 
Liberty shall be poor and worthless by its side. 
Pol. Vl put thee to the proof. Come, slave! 
Ah, help! 
What do I see? the enemy! the barbarians! 
Shouts from RB. 
Treachery ! the city’s taken! Oh, my gold! 
Ing. (looking off, R.] Peace, fool! do you not 
see they bear green boughs ? 
They come in peace—they are embassadors. 


Enter TIMARCH, with ATTENDANTS ; with him 
ALASTOR, NOVIO and several of the ALEMANNI, 
bearing green boughs. 

Tim. Behold the man you seek ! 
Alas. Ingomar ! 
[INGOMAR rushes to them and gras them. 
Ing. Novio! why come you here 
Alas. We heard @ rumor 

One of our people was a prisoner 

Within these walls; and paused, upon our way 

Against the Allobrogi, to ask its truth. 

Tim. He is free as yourselves. 
Alas. Silence, and lethim speak. Ingomar, speak 

If thou, the pride and glory of our race, 

Art here under restraint, though but the lightest; 

We have a force without shall quickly level 

These vile walls with the dust, and bear thee off 

In triumph from them. Say, then, art thou free ? 
Ing. [calmly.] No. 

Tim. No! 

Alas. What art thou, then ? 

Ing. (with a smile.] A slave. 

Alas. Pass round the sword without! to the 
attack ! 

Down with the walls ! 

Ing. Hold, and let no man stir ! 
How! think you Ingomar would live a slave, 
But by his own submission ? 
Alas. Where's the chief, then, 
~The mighty warrior who has vanquished thee ? 
I burn to look on him. 
Ing. [pointing to POLYDOR, who has crept inio 
a corner.| Behold him there ! 
Alas. Ah, he ? 
[Flourishes his axe, standing over him. 


Pol. Help! mercy! help! 
Tim. [who has been talking with Myron, ad- 
vances.| Oh! noble, matchless man, 
Take back thy liberty—my word confers it. 
Ing. Not so— 
My honor pledged me yonder creature’s slave 
For a condition ; he has granted that ; 
My faith is pledged, and must be kept: who 
would | 
That Ingomar were free, must pay his ransom. 
Tim. That be my privilege. [Zo his ATTEND- 
ANTS.] Discharge this ransom. 
Be justice done—but not imperfectly— 
More justice rests behind. When he is paid, 
See he collects his wealth, all that he owns; 
Then drive him forth beyond the city walls, 
Massilia’s shame and scorn. 
Pol. Mercy, great Timarch ! 
The barbarians are without—they’ll plunder me! 
Tim. See thou to that—away with him! 
[POLYDOR 7s driven out.] Noble Ingomar! 
If such as thou the Alemanni breed, 
They must be made Massilia’s friends, allies, 
At any honorable price. 
A few hours back we offered thee a house, 
Lands, and this maid for wife. 
Alas. The Greek girl! then 
He is lost to us. Farewell—peace to Massilia! 
Tim. We must have more than peace—fellow- 
ship, friendship. 
Let us be brothers—tiand shall be assigned you 
To found a city near us, of which city 
We name thee, Ingomar, the Timarch. rey 
shout “ Peace!” ‘ Massilia!” and “ Ingo- 
mar !” 
Myr. There, wife, dost hear? our son-in-law a 
Timarch ! 
Who is right now? How, Ingomar, not a word! 
Ing. Oh, hush! my swelling heart has only 
room 
For one thought, for one word—Parthenia mine, 
Forever mine! [Embracing her.] To love I owe 
this bliss. ; 
Par. To love and honor. 
Ing. Ah, now, indeed, forever we are joined— 


“Two souls with but a single thought, 
‘T'wo hearts that beat as one.” 


THE END. 


COSTUMES. 


INGOMAR.—First dress: Leather breast-plate, with copper 


bosses; brown loose shirt; wolf's skin hung to back; helmet; 
shicld iepens fleshings and sandals. Second dress: Plain ma- 
rone shirt. 


SECOLES Pine shirt, black Grecian border; fleshings and san- 


agers acer shirt, black Grecian border; fleshings and 
sandals. 


THE TIMARCH OF MASSILIA.—A long blue shirt, trimmed ELPHENOR.—Brown shirt, black Grecian border ‘fleshingsand 


with brown; puce toga, trimmed with scarlet; fleshings and 
sandals; Phrygian cap. 


stale tchoarneege russet-colored shirt, scarlet and brown bor- 
er; 
sand 


MYRON.—Groy shirt with black border; floshings and sandals. 
THEANO.—Gray dress and bodice; plain head-dress. 
ACTEA.—Brown dress and drapery. 


frey toga, trimmed with black and scarlet; fleshings and 
s. 


san 
LYKON.—Brown and amber striped shirt; fleshings and sandals. 
HERALD.—Anmber shirt; breast-plate, and scarlet robo. 


PARTHENIA.—First dress: White merino dress, with Grecian 
trimming; amber Grecian drapery and trimming. Second 
dress: White drapery. 

ALASTOR, TRINOBANTES, AMBIVAR, NOVIO, SAMO.— 
Similar dresses to that of Ingomar, of various colors. 


i Y 


